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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy, Lia, Chrissy and Kelpie-ready for another adventure? ;) 


A sharp rap on the open door was followed by the head of the first mate poking into the cabin 

"Sails on the horizon. Looks like a prisoner transport" 

The captain snorted. "Set a course to intercept. See who they are transporting. We may find some old friends." 
The first mate nodded, going back onto the deck to inform the navigator of the course change. 

With a bare crew and nothing on the ship of what would be considered value, the captain of the Saxon offered 


no fight when hailed by the pirate ship, letting them board and agreeing to show the first mate the below deck 
cells that held the prisoners. The first mate shuddered; the conditions on the ship were deplorable, but the 


fate that awaited the men -- and even a few women -- was even worse. 


A glimpse of a familiar face stopped him short, hanging onto the bars and staring at the man crumpled in the 
corner of the cell. Turning, he sent two of the crewmen scurrying back to the ship to fetch the captain. It 
couldn't be... 


He was still staring when the captain appeared beside him, looking into the cell, a soft curse leaving his lips. 

Ordering the Saxor's first mate to open the cell, the captain stepped inside, kneeling in the layer of filth that 
soaked through his breeches, unmindful of the stench that permeated everything around it. Carefully lifting 
the chin of the man, he pushed the matted hair back from his face. 


Large black eyes, swollen to slits and surrounded by purplish bruises, met his. 
Captain Weikath groaned. "Oh Kirk. Where is Edward?" 


"Michael." Kirk's voice was very weak, forced through cracked and swollen lips. 


Weikath cursed. "Sascha! Take him to the boat! Markus!" Weikath stood, moving back to let Sascha past him 
into the cell. Weikath's eyes were as cold as Markus had ever seen when he turned to him. "Escort the captain 


to his cabin and destroy the records." 


Markus went off in search of the captain, fists clenched. Sascha slid his arms under Kirk, picking him up as 
gently as he could, wincing when he cried out. "I will try to be gentle Kirk, stay still." 


Kirk nodded, instinctively curling closer despite the pain, taking comfort in the familiarity of the man holding 
him. Sascha grit his teeth, looking at his captain. Weikath nodded. "I know. We will keep them under guard until 


we know. Now take him to the Helloween and have the healer look at him." 


They emerged into the sunlight, Kirk whimpering and hiding his face in Sascha's chest as the bright light bored 
into his eyes. Sascha hurried to the side of the ship, waiting until Andi and Rob descended the ladder before 
kneeling and carefully handing him down. Climbing down himself, Sascha lifted Kirk back into his arms, shielding 


him from the sun as best he could. 


Weikath watched as Markus walked the captain to his cabin, the man's collar gripped in a large fist, feet barely 
touching the deck as he scrambled beside the first mate. "Dani! Until Kirk is able to tell us what happened | 
want this ship to remain here. Understood?" Dani nodded from his position next to the navigator. Joining the 
men already in the longboat, he ordered them back to the Helloween 


Lifting Kirk up onto the Helloween proved to be far more painful for him than lowering him to the boat, his 
moans and cries making Weikath swear at the crew. Ella had come out on deck to see what was going on, now 
fluttering anxiously behind Weikath as he oversaw Kirk being moved from the boat to one of the spare cabins. 


Andi went for the healer, Sascha placing Kirk carefully on the bed before Ella shooed him from the room to 


wash and charge. Ella wrinkled her nose at the captain as well. "You as well Michael. You stink" 
"Madam, that ship stinks! And do not tell me what to do!" 
Ella turned to soothe him. "I know you're upset. And you want to know what happened. But Michael, he is hurt. 


He needs to be tended to before you pepper him with a thousand questions, and you know you will make 


everyone nervous if you are in here sniping! Now go, and when you come back we should better know how he 


is. 
Weikath sighed. "Aye madam, you are right. | will be back" Dropping a kiss on her cheek, Weikath paused and 


stared at the figure curled on the bed. Passing a hand over his eyes, he turned and left, nearly running the 


healer down in the corridor. 


By the time Michael was allowed back into the room -- and he reminded himself to give Sascha a good ripping 
for standing in front of the door and ignoring every command to move -- Kirk was sitting up in the bed, 


wrapped in bedclothes and carefully sucking broth from a bowl Ella was holding to his lips. 


Michael grabbed a chair and sat it next to the bed, sitting down and crossing his legs and absently fumbling 
for his pipe. 


Ella rolled her eyes. "You are not lighting that in here!" 
"Madam, l..." 
"Michael! He is having enough trouble breathing without that awful stench!" 


A soft, pained giggle made them both look at Kirk. "H's alright. It would be nice to smell something other than 
the filth." 


Ella grinned at him, lifting the bowl again. “Obviously you have forgotten how bad it smells." 
"Kirk, where is..?" 

"Michael! Let him eat first." 

"Madam! Time may be of the essence here!" 


Kirk nodded, gently pushing the bowl away. "It is." Tears gathered in the slits of Kirk's eyes, spilling down over 
his face. "We may already be too late." 


Ella set the bowl aside, reaching for Kirk's hand. Michael leaned forward, the pipe forgotten. "Kirk. Where is 
Edward?" 


Kirk took a deep breath, his voice shaking. "The last | saw him he was being held on Grand Canaria, awaiting 


transport back to England for trial and execution" 

Michael hissed, dropping his head into his hands. 

Ella paled. "Oh nay, Kirk, what happened?" 

Kirk moaned, closing his eyes. "It was my fault. All my fault." 


Ella jumped to her feet as soon as Michael entered the cabin, crossing to him and placing her hands on his 
chest, searching his eyes. "Are you alright?" 


Michael nodded, cupping her face. “There is much to be done. First of which is trying to figure where the 
Maiden might be as there is no way | can do this on my own" 


"What are you going to do Michael?" 


Michael shook his head. "I cannot let him hang. He would do the same for me, so do not try to talk me from 


it." 


Ella wrapped her arms around Michael, turning her head and laying it on his chest so he didn't see the fear in 
her eyes. "I know Michael, | know." 


"Ella, look at me." Forcing her chin up, Michael shook his head. "Do not begin worrying until there is something 
for you worry for." 


Ella forced a smile. "I'll try." 
Michael kissed the tip of her nose. "Good. Now, go sit with Kirk while | talk to Markus." 


"Where is he?" 


"He is with Kirk, when you arrive, send him to me." Ella nodded, giving his ribs a squeeze and then hurrying out 
of the cabin. Michael dropped in a chair, resting his elbows on the table and burying his face in his hands. 


"Captain Weikath?" 


Michael waved Markus in, sitting back and sighing. "Markus. We need to find the Maiden, and we need to find 


her fast." 
"Did Kirk say if he knew?" 


Michael shook his head. "Nay. He said they were supposed to meet with her two days ago at Boar's Head so we 
should start there. If the Beelzebub didn't show up | do not know if they would have waited." 


"Did Kirk say what happened?" 


"I told him to wait and tell us together. But he did say he was hurt before he was put on the Saxon so let 


them go. | want to be under way as soon as we can" 
"| will take care of it” As Markus turned to leave, Weikath spoke his name. 
"Markus. If we do not get there in time Edward will die. And | will not allow that to happen" 


Markus knew the only answer the captain wanted was actions, not words. Hurrying from the cabin, he set the 


wheels in motion to get the Helloween underway. 


"We can't stay here forever. Maybe he just got held up somewhere." 


Steve shook his head, still staring out over the water. "I don't know Bruce, | just have a feeling we should give 


it another day." 
Bruce leaned his shoulder against Steve's. "Then we give it another day." 


Steve turned his head, looking at the Maiden's captain. In the months since they had taken over the ship, Bruce 
had shown himself to be not only a good captain, but quite a pirate as well, having a knack for being in the 

right place at the right time and picking and choosing their targets well. Their last time in port they had been 
amused to see a price on his head equal to Steve's, the drawing of him being one that had been a portrait the 
Navy had commissioned when he had been given a ship; and to see a wanted poster for a pirate decked out in 


the full uniform of the Royal Navy had given them both an even bigger laugh. 


They would be hard pressed to recognize him though. His hair was longer, nearly reaching to his waist, his skin 
tanned and small lines near his eyes from squinting into the sun, the body that had been hard now even leaner 
and stronger, broader through the chest and thighs, dressed only in breeches, boots and shirt, none of the 
typical trappings of an officer adorning him. The only ornament he wore was the medallion around his neck, 


placed there by Steve and never taken off. 


Bruce cocked his head, grinning at Steve. "What are you thinking about?" 


Steve flushed, grinning back. "You. How different you are from when we met." 


Bruce's eyes narrowed, the chocolate brown darkening. "As have you. But your changes | think are more in 


here." Bruce placed his hand on Steve's chest. 
"Aye, they are." 
The moment was interrupted by a rude snort. "Bloody hell you two, take it to your cabin" 


Laughing, they turned to face Davey. Before they could respond, a cry came from the lookout. "Sails 


approaching!" 

Steve turned, raising a hand to shade his eyes. "It's too small to be the Beelzebub" 

"Can you see her flag?" Bruce called up to the crow's nest. 

"Ayel It's the Helloween" 

Bruce and Steve grinned at each other. Bruce turned, eyes searching for Janick. Janick had heard, giving him a 
wave and taking off to one of the guns, hurriedly loading and waiting for the Helloween to get within range. As 
soon as she was, he touched the light to the cannon, everyone stepping back and watching as the round was 
fired, cheering when the pumpkin landed square on the deck of the approaching ship. 

Bruce doubled over, holding on to Steve's shoulder. "Hal We got him first!" 

The Helloween came about, dropping anchor and slowing, the tall form of Captain Weikath appearing at the rail. 
Steve shook his head. "Something is wrong." 

Bruce nodded. "Aye, it is. Davey, lower a boat" Davey hurried off, he and Adrian quickly lowering one of the 
longboats into the water and scrambling down, Bruce and Steve joining them. All four took the oars, rowing to 
the other pirate ship with all speed, Bruce and Steve quickly climbing up onto the deck to meet Weikath. 
Forcing a smile, he waved at the scattered pumpkin pieces. "Good shot." 

Steve grabbed his arm. "Michael, what is it? Is it Ella?" 

Michael shook his head. "Nay, she is good. It is Edward." 


Steve swore, turning to Bruce. Bruce frowned. "What is it, Michael?" 


"He has been captured. At last we know he was on Grand Canaria awaiting transport to England." 


Steve felt a band constrict around his chest, tightening with every word. Bruce saw Steve's face go white, 


reaching out a hand and steadying him. "What happened?" 


Michael shook his head. "| am not sure. We ran across a prisoner transport and stopped it for a lark. We found 


Kirk on it” 
Steve groaned. "How did he..?" 


"Again Harry, | am not sure. | told him to wait the story until we were together. All | know is what | told you 
and that Kirk seems to feel it was his fault." 


Bruce snorted. "Bollocks. He would do nothing to hurt Edward" 


Michael nodded. "I know. He is doing better, so if you will come we will find out what he knows. But | wish to 
waste no time. We can be under sail instead of sitting here." 


Bruce nodded. "| agree. Davey, Adrian, return to the Maiden Plot a course for Grand Canaria. Pull anchor and 


get her underway.” Davey and Adrian hurried away. 


Weikath turned to Markus. "As soon as the Maiden is ready to sail, we leave as well. Now, come with me. It is 


time we heard Kirk's story.” 


Ella and Kirk looked up when the cabin door opened to admit Michael, the two figures coming through behind 
him bringing a sigh of relief from the woman and a quiet sob from Kirk. Bruce crossed the floor quickly, sitting 
on the bed next to Kirk and speaking quietly. "Nay, hold tight. We need you to tell us everything so we need 


you calm." 


Kirk nodded, raising his bruised and swollen face and looking at Steve. Steve's jaw was clenched, his eyes dark 
with anger. Kirk whimpered, pulling back into the pillows, unsure if the anger was for him or for the 
circumstances, his battered brain and body choosing to take no chances. Michael touched Steve's shoulder. 


"Harry, do not glower. He thinks you are angry at him." 
"What happened?" Kirk flinched from the abrupt tone of Steve's voice. 


Steve took a step forward only to find himself confronted with a mother hen protecting her chick. Ella shook 
her head. "Back away from him. You are not going to make him any more fearful than he is Steve. If you 
cannot approach him with compassion for his own ordeal then stand quietly and let someone else do it. But | 
will not allow you to make him feel any worse than he already does." Going back to the bed, Ella slapped Bruce 
on the shoulder. "Move away.” Startled, Bruce rose and stepped back, Ella taking a place next to Kirk and glaring 


at the three men. 


Michael snorted, taking in the raised eyebrows of the other two. "She has become rather protective since we 


brought him onboard." 
Bruce grinned. "Aye, | see." 
Steve swore. "And as we stand here wasting time..." 


"We are preparing to get underway Harry, we are not wasting time. Ella is right, Kirk has been through enough, 
we do not need to add to it. Now come, sit, and let Kirk tell us what happened." Bruce and Weikath pulled chairs 


over next to the bed, Steve electing to stand, going over to lean on the wall, his eyes never leaving Kirk. 


Kirk's eye were drawn to Steve, the dark brown gaze feeling as if it were boring holes in him. His voice shaky, 


he started to speak. 


"We were on Grand Canaria. We were supposed to meet the Maiden in ten days, Edward wanted to stay in port 
until we had to leave for Boar's Head. The Beelzebub was anchored well off the docks, it was only a handful of 
us that had stayed ashore. | wanted to go and get a few things to make things nicer on the ship, and Edward 


grumbled but he indulged me, so we were walking through the market when | saw someone | recognized." 


Kirk stopped, clearing his throat. Michael rose, pouring a glass of water and handing it to him before retaking 
his seat. Kirk thanked him quietly, taking several sips before continuing. 


"Without thinking, | called to the person. Edward grabbed my arm right away, reminding me that we were both 
wanted and if | was not sure how this person would react then it was best not to draw attention It was too 
late, he had turned and seen me. He made his way over and all was pleasant enough, | didn't think any harm 
would come of it. After speaking for a bit, he went on his way, but only after | had asked him to join us at 


our lodgings for dinner." 

Steve shook his head. "Stupid. How fucking stupid" 

Kirk's eyes filled with tears. "I know that now." 

Bruce shot a glare over his shoulder, turning back to Kirk. "So what happened?" 

Kirk took a deep breath. "He came, and everything seemed fine. Edward was charming, he actually said to me 
after he left he quite liked him. We were getting ready to go to bed and there was a huge commotion outside, 
the door burst open and before we knew what was happening the room was full of Navy guardsmen" 

"Edward fought, he almost got away but..." Kirk broke off, the tears turning to sobs, his voice lost for a few 
moments as he struggled for control. Ella took him in her arms, murmuring soothing words and rubbing his 


back. The sobs became soft hiccups, Kirk forcing the words through the hitches. "He..he would ha.have made 
it, but th.they grabbed me an.and started hit.hitting me and he.he came ba.back to save me." 


‘Oh for fuck's sakel" Steve pushed himself away from the wall, knocking Bruce's hand aside when he tried to 
grab him and sitting on the bed in front of Kirk. Kirk drew his legs up, curling around himself and flinching 
away from the Maidens first mate. Steve ground his teeth, reining in his temper. "Kirk" 

The softness of his voice surprised everyone. Kirk raised his head, his eyes barely visible between the swelling 
from the beatings and the tears. He flinched again when Steve's hand touched the side of his face. "He did 
nothing more than | would have if it had been Bruce, or Bruce would have done if it had been me. And would 
you have left him?" Kirk shook his head. "Nay, nor would Michael have left Ella” 

"But if | had not told..." 


Steve sighed. "Nay, that was stupid. But you are not used to the things we face, and you know not to do it 
again, right?" 


Kirk nodded. "But it do..does..Ed..Edward no g..good now." 

Steve shook his head. "Kirk, calm yourself and tell us the rest" 

Kirk took a few deep breaths, fortifying himself with a few more sips of water and then pressed on. "They hit 
him with everything. Pistols, muskets, the flat of their swords, fists, feet, even some things they picked up in 
the room. And he kept fighting. Until one of them put his pistol to my head and told him if he didn't go quietly 
they'd kill me." Kirk looked around at them, his face showing the pain he felt for Edward far outweighed any he 
felt for himself. 

Michael groaned. "He stopped fighting them." 


Kirk nodded slowly. "He told them if they would le.leave m.me a lone, he wo..would go with th.them." Ella took 


him back in her arms, crying nearly as hard as he was. 
"What did they do to you after he was taken away?" 
Kirk shook his head, mumbling an answer. 


Steve sighed, looking over his shoulder at Bruce. Bruce shrugged. Steve, still keeping his voice gentle and even, 
asked again "Kirk, what happened after they took him?" 


Michael snorted. "How many, Kirk?" Standing, his voice shaking with anger, he stared down at the bent head. 


"Two, five, ten?" 
Bruce looked confused. "Michael, what are you..2" 


"He is nothing to them but a pirate whore Bruce. And pirate whores are a game to them." 


Bruce hissed through his teeth. "Are you saying..2" 
"Aye." Kirk lifted his head, raising a hand and carefully wiping his face. 


"Do you know any of them were? Or where they were from?" Steve shifted closer, bending his head to look 


into Kirk's eyes. "Kirk, tell me." 


"They were from the jail guardhouse. | do not know all of them, but they said they had to hu.hurry before 
the Captain of the Guard got angry at them for taking too long.” 


Michael nodded. "Good. And who is the captain?" 
Kirk sighed, leaning his head on Ella's shoulder. "His name is Kiske." 


Ella, Steve and Bruce watched Michael pace the cabin, his eyes glittering with anger, his face as cold as they 
had ever seen As soon as Kirk had spoken the name Michael's demeanor had changed, the calm replaced by a 
rising anger, his words clipped as he bade Kirk to get some rest and stormed from the cabin. Steve had 

followed him, Bruce and Ella staying to make sure Kirk was settled before leaving and sending Sascha in to sit 
with him. The nightmares had been so bad that they didn't like leaving him alone, someone always in the cabin 


with him to help hold them at bay. 


When they had found Steve in Michael and Ella's quarters, the captain had already been walking the floor, 
brooding and angry, waving off any questions until they had settled in an uneasy silence, waiting for him to 


temper his emotions to be able to explain 
"Kiske. Has Edward ever said the name to you Harry?" 
"Not that | remember." 


"Ah, you would remember. When | decided | was in need of my own ship, Edward was kind enough to help me 
capture what became the Powerfool She was a nice litle ship, and | was sorry when she sank, but she is what 
lead me to the Helloween Kiske was a crewman on the ship that sank her. When the Helloween was ready, the 


first chore that | did was find the bitch ship and sink her. | will spare you the details of what occurred, but 


the handful of crew members which did remain were brought on the Helloween Kiske was one." 


Michael absently reached for his pipe and pouch, filling the bowl while he stared off, recalling things that the 
others could tell were not pleasant. Ella didn't even protest when he lit the pipe, reading the consequences for 


complaining far outweighed a simple airing of the cabin later. 


Stem clenched in his teeth, Michael continued. "He was..good. He knew his tasks and did them well, but the whole 
time he was behind my back stabbing me. When | was able to catch him at this, he was brash and unmoved, 


telling me that he was taking over the ship, my ship. His staunchest ally? Roland. | threw him off the ship. Nay, 
| did not do it in the middle of the water, | took him to port and left him. | would have left Roland as well, but 
Uli begged me to let him stay, and he seemed to be sorry for his actions so | listened with other than my 
head and kept him on. And that was another mistake." 


"So Kiske told them that he had been my prisoner and he had been forced to remain on the ship. Little did | 
know that each time we were in port, Roland would see him and pass along information that led to us barely 
escaping with our lives sometimes. When | found this to be going on, that is when Roland and Uli were taken 
from the Helloween" 


Michael sat down, placing his pipe on the table and leaning forward, resting his arms on top of his thighs and 
letting his hands dangle between his legs, eyeing Bruce and Steve. "He knows me enough to know | will not let 
Edward hang without a fight. | am sure that is why he put Kirk on the Saxon and sent her this way. He knows 
the water | frequent. He will be expecting the Helloween" 

Bruce nodded. "And he should also expect the Maiden" 

"He may, but his arrogance is something that will make him dismiss her." 


Steve grinned, Ella feeling a shudder run down her back at the blackness of it. "Then that is his mistake." 


Michael sighed. "Understand, he will take this chance to avenge the slight | made on him in his sick head. If the 


Maiden is with me, he will see her as another part of me and will take her on with no less pleasure. 


Bruce and Steve exchanged a look. Bruce rose, Steve right behind him. "The pleasure will be ours." Bruce held 


out his hand, Michael rising it to clasp his forearm, Steve placing his hand over Bruce's. 


If the smile from Steve had been black, Michael's smile was pure evil. "Then let us show him together what 
Hell he has wrought." 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
As always, couldn\'t do it without Andy. :) 


Full ahead, sails straining to catch every bit of wind, the bows of the ships lifting from the water only to 
crash back down in a sea of spray, glittering diamond droplets that seemed to hang in the air until the ship 
dipped back into the waves. Nightfall saw no letup in their course, desperation demanding they forge ahead, a 
sleepless night spent cursing the heavens at the slightest letup in the wind. 


For those who did sleep, it was troubled and restless, tossing and turning, running from demons that hunted 


them in the dark 


Kirk came awake, clawing at the bedclothes, choking on the scream that was caught in his throat. Sascha 
jumped to his feet, crossing the cabin and sitting on the edge of the bed. Kirk's head turned frantically, seeing 
the figure next to him in the dark cabin. "Edward..?" Sascha didn't have a chance to answer before Kirk was in 
his arms, groaning and rubbing against him. "I thought | had lost you." Sascha gently grabbed Kirk's arms, 
setting him back. 


"Kirk, it is Sascha. Edward is not here." 
Kirk moaned, laying back down and turning away, curling around himself. Sascha heard the sobs start, shaking 
the smaller man. Without thinking, Sascha gathered him back into his arms, holding him against his chest and 


letting him burrow closer, needed to feel the contact to ease the fear and pain 


Neither heard the cabin door open, unaware of another until Steve's voice hissed from the dark "This is bloody 


fucking lovely." 


Kirk whimpered, trying to get even closer to the solid chest he was leaning on. Sascha shook his head. "He was 
dreaming. He thought | was Captain Head. Is nothing Harry, he is just scared and hurt” 


"Right, well he's awake now and he looks pretty fucking comfortable." 


Sascha hissed, keeping his voice low, trying not to frighten Kirk anymore than he already was. "Is no more than 


| would do for you in the same place Harry. 


"If | was in the same fucking place Sascha, | would be far more worried about what was happening to Bruce 


than trying to find another to share my bed" The cabin door slammed behind him. 


Kirk moaned, shaking his head, his hands still clutching at Sascha. "| don't want another, | just want Edward." 


"Aye, Kirk, | know." 
Sascha continued to hold him, letting Kirk sob himself back to sleep. 


Bruce looked up from the charts he was studying when Steve came back into the cabin "Is he alright?" 
Steve snorted. "Aye, he's fine. All curled up in Sascha's lap like a fucking cat" 


Bruce frowned; the tone of Steve's voice showed he was angry. "He's scared Steve, and he's looking for 


something or someone to make him not scared. And Sascha's a good choice, not much would get past him." 


“Sascha said Kirk thought he was Edward. Now | know Sascha's big, but he's much broader than Edward and 


there's no chance of you touching him and not knowing he isn't" 


"I do not think Kirk's mind is too clear right now Steve. And if he's waking from a dream, well you know that | 
didn't recognize you when..." Bruce stopped when he saw Steve wince, a reminder of a time when they had both 
thought things were damaged between them to the point of no repair. 


"Aye, | remember only too well. It's.bloody hell Bruce if he hadn't acted so stupidly none of this would have 
happened!" 


"You can't say that for sure. They could have known Edward was in port and had it planned long before. He 
isn't able to lose himself easily." 


"Aye, would be like trying to hide the Beelzebub next to the Maiden and the Helloween" 


"Bloody helll" Bruce jumped to his feet, hurrying from he cabin. Steve quickly followed, frowning when he saw 
Bruce duck into the cabin Kirk was in. 


Sascha jumped to his feet, cutlass in hand, when Bruce burst through the door. Bruce skidded to a halt, holding 
up his hand. "Sorry Sascha, | didn't think” 


Sascha laid the cutlass on the floor next to the chair he had been sitting on. "| am just glad | look before | 


swung." 


Bruce grinned. "Aye, me as well” Bruce saw the tension return in Sascha's stance when Steve came through 
the door behind him, a small noise from the bed bringing his gaze around. Kirk was sitting up, the bedclothes 
pooled around his waist. He was shirtless, and for the first time both Bruce and Steve saw the damage that 


had been done to his body. "Fuck, Kirk” Bruce approached him slowly, shaking his head. 


Kirk shrank back, quickly pulling the blankets up to cover himself. Bruce sat down on the edge of the bed, 
reaching slowly for the blankets and pulling them partway down, wincing at the overlapping bruises that showed 
on his chest. Steve stepped closer, Kirk shrinking back against the pillows, looking past Bruce's shoulder at the 
first mate. 


"Sascha, light a lantern" Bruce tugged the edge of the bedclothes, his voice soft and soothing, almost a croon. 
"IFs alright Kirk, no one here will hurt you. You know that." 


"| do not think he does Bruce." Michael had entered the cabin, still dressed as well, his eyes Tired. 


The soft glow of the lantern threw shadows onto the wall behind Kirk as Sascha brought it over and set it on 
the table next to the bed. Kirk's hands were clenched into fists, gripping the linens so hard the knuckles were 
white, his body shaking. He made no move except for flinching back when Bruce's hand touched his arm. "No 


one will hurt you. They would have to come past us, and we would not let that happen" 


Kirk's eyes darted to Steve and then back to Bruce. Bruce sighed, shifting on the bed to move himself directly 
in front of Kirk. Michael crossed his arms, staring at Steve for several long moments. "Kirk, /will not let 


anyone hurt you, nor will Sascha. Do not be afraid" 


Kirk's head gave a slight jerk, not quite a nod, but indicating he had heard Michael. Forcing his fingers open, he 
let Bruce draw the blankets down, both Bruce and Steve reacting to the sight of his body. Bruce groaned, 
shaking his head, Steve hissing between his teeth. Kirk's entire chest and down onto his ribs looked like a single 
bruise, on closer inspection revealing itself to be a myriad of them instead, the edges overlapping, the colors 


varying from a faint yellowing of the golden skin to an angry purplish red. 


The rings were gone from his nipples, the one from his navel as well, the jagged tears in the skin showing they 
had been ripped free. In fact, both Bruce and Steve realized for the first time that all of his tribal rings were 
gone, his eyebrow and nose both showing where they had been torn from his flesh. Bruce carefully lifted Kirk's 


hair away from his neck, his ears showing the same rends when those rings had been forcibly taken as well. 
"Can you imagine the pain? Nay, of course you can't, there is no way you could unless you have felt it" 
Michael's voice was soft, yet it still made Steve flinch as though each word was a lash from a whip. "Can you 
imagine the fear that every man that looks upon you will cause this pain again?" 


"Aye." Bruce's voice was even quieter than Michael's. "Not the same kind of pain, but still.” 


Kirk gathered the bedclothes back to his chest. Michael nodded at Sascha. Sascha moved to stand next to the 
bed, his eyes never leaving Steve. A soft cry from the doorway alerted them to Ella's presence. "What are 
you doing to him?" 


Bruce shook his head. "Nothing, Ella Kirk, what of the Beelzebul?" 


Ella cursed, pushing past the men and sitting next to Kirk. "This could not wait until morning? Sascha, move 


over!" Sascha stepped to the side, giving her room. 


Kirk shook his head. "I do not know. The last | saw of her was when | was loaded onto the prison ship. She was 


still sitting in the harbor." 

Bruce rose. "Right, so we need to see about that as well. 'm sorry to have disturbed you Kirk, and please - as 
Michael said, we will not let anyone hurt you again" Bruce left the cabin, stopping in the doorway to wait for 
Steve. Steve gave Kirk another long look, glancing as Sascha and then back to Kirk before following Bruce. 

Ella tipped her chin up, staring at Sascha. "What was that about?" 

"He came in when Kirk had a dream. | was holding him." Sascha shrugged. "He did not like it." 


Michael shook his head. "He is thinking he is looking out for Edward." 


"But | had thought he was Edward." Kirk's voice was desperate. "When | first woke up all | saw was a very tall 
figure and | thought..Sascha did nothing wrong. It was all my fault" 


Ella hugged him. "None of this is your fault” 


"Nay, it is not. Come Ella, let us let Kirk get some more rest. Sascha, until | say | am not happy or do not like 


it, then continue. Remember who is your captain." 
Kirk sighed as Ella and Michael left the cabin. "I don't want to cause you any problems Sascha" 


Sascha grinned. "I am big enough to take care of problems Kirk, do not worry.” Blowing out the lamp, Sascha 


took up his vigil as Kirk lay back down. 
"What is wrong with you?" 


"| don't know Bruce, it just makes me so bloody angry to think that Edward is God knows where and Kirk's 
happily perched on Sascha" 


"He wasn't happily perched on him Steve, he had another dream and he thought Sascha was Edward. In the 


dark he's not much different from a distance." 


Steve groaned, sitting back down at the table and dropping his head in his hands. "I know. And it doesn't help 
that I'm angry for his foolishness and | feel so fucking helpless to do anything right now." 


Bruce moved behind Steve, placing his hands on his shoulders. "We cannot do anything right now. So, we should 
try to get some sleep." 


Steve shook his head. "I couldn't sleep right now." 


Bruce let his hands slide down over Steve's chest, bending forward to rest his chin on Steve's head. "Aye, but 


still. Come with me." 


Steve let Bruce draw him to his feet, turning him around and loosening his breeches enough to tug his shirt 
over his head. Leading Steve to the bed, Bruce urged him to sit, dropping to one knee and pulling Steve's boots 
off, rising and cocking his eyebrow at the grin on Steve's face. "What?" 


"You." 
Bruce pulled his own shirt off and shrugged. "What about me?" 


Steve watched Bruce sit on the bed next to him, lifting one leg at a time to tug his own boots off. Reaching 
over, Steve lifted the medallion from Bruce's chest, using it to pull him closer. "Just..you." Bruce groaned when 
Steve's mouth found his, his tongue stroking over Bruce's lips before seeking entry, Bruce's mouth parting 
under his. Rising, his mouth never leaving its slow teasing, Steve pushed Bruce back on the bed, running his 
hands down his chest and curling his fingers around Bruce's waist, urging him to slide back on the bed. Bruce 
wormed his way backwards, Steve climbing up to kneel beside him, the kiss deepening, tongues demanding 
instead of playing, hands starting to explore the familiar valleys and planes of flesh. 


Bruce pulled Steve down, curling his leg up over his hip and thrusting his hips up, pressing their crotches 
together to feel the hardening flesh under their breeches, Steve's hand working its way down over Bruce's hip 


to cup his arse, fingers kneading the hard muscle. 


A quiet but urgent knock on the door made them pull apart, Steve still lying over Bruce, both swearing at the 


untimely interruption. "Come!" 

Steve snorted, rolling over and sitting up. "Doesn't bloody look like it anytime soon 

Bruce laughed, sitting up as well, the laughter fading when an obviously concerned Andi stuck his head into the 
cabin. "My apologies, but Captain Weikath requests that you come up on deck. A Frigate's been spotted and 
she's too far away to identify yet" Bruce swore, grabbing his boots and yanking them on, Steve quickly doing 
the same. Both men grabbed their shirts and hurried after Andi. Weikath stood on the deck, Markus beside 
him, both staring at lights shimmering in the distance. 

"She was not spotted until too late to douse our own lights, so as we have seen her, she has seen us." 


Bruce folded his arms over his chest. "Well, she has seen there are two of us, and yet she keeps coming." 


Weikath nodded. "Aye. Markus, have the gunners stand ready." 


Steve sighed, trying to see through the darkness. "| hope Adrian... 


A flash of light from the Maiden made both the captain and the first mate grin "Aye, he's seen" Bruce 
nudged Steve with his shoulder. "Do you think he'd want the bollocking you'd give him if he hadn't?" 


"Its the Beelzebub" 


down! Drop sails and anchor and bring her about in case we need to fire." 
" What?" 


"Nay, Harry. It would be like Kiske to use Edward's ship to fight us. It would be best if you signal the Maiden to 


remain alert and do the same as well Bruce." 
Bruce nodded. "Aye, Michael, | agree. Steve..." 
"Captain Weikath, she's running up a white flag!" 


Weikath cursed, rubbing his forehead. "Do not change my orders! Until we are sure | do not want to be caught 


with my pants near my ankles!" 

Bruce snorted. "Long way to pull them up." 

Markus stared through a spyglass at the approaching Frigate. "I cannot make out who is on deck." 

Both pirate ships slowed, dropping anchor and letting the momentum carry them around to point their guns at 
the big ship, nervous hands waiting the hear an order whether to stand down or to fire. Weikath cursed again. 
"Markus! You still cannot see?" 

Markus didn't answer for a moment, prompting the captain to snarl at him again. "Aye! Nicko!" 

Weikath let out his breath. "ls he alone?" 

"Nay, Ale is next to him. They are waving.’ 

Weikath rolled his eyes. "What is it with that ship making people wave?" 

The Beelzebub began dropping her sails, slowing her progress. A loud splash signaled her anchor had been 


lowered, the Frigate shuddering to a gradual halt. A longboat was lowered immediately, several figures scaling 


down the ladders to settle themselves before rowing strongly for the Helloween 


Kirk looked up from his seat on the bed, a genuine smile on his face for the first time since Michael had seen 
him on the Saxon Wrestling around on the bed were two black bundles of fur, darting in the folds of the 
bedclothes, rolling each other around the bed and grabbing fingers and toes on the way by. 


Michael groaned. "Those..those..cats." 


Kirk laughed. "Ella brought them in to keep me company.’ The smaller one stopped wrestling for a moment, 
blinking large green eyes at Kirk, her tail waving, the tiny white tip on the end the only difference in color from 
her larger brother. "Lilith seems to think that Jack is a chewing toy." 


"They both seem to think anything that they are able to catch should be chewed." 


"Aye, they do." Kirk's smile faded. "Michael, is something happening? | heard a lot of commotion last night and 
we are stopped, but Sascha wouldn't tell me what was going on. And Ella told me if | moved from this bed she 


would have him come back and sit on me." 
Weikath snorted. "And she would. Aye, there is. Do you feel up to dressing and joining us on deck?" 


"Aye." Kirk carefully moved the cats before lifting the bedclothes and starting to slide toward the edge of the 


bed, wincing. 


"The clothes you were wearing were ruined, but these should fit” Weikath dropped a pair of breeches and 


shirt on the end of the bed, watching him closely. 


"My thanks..Michael these are mine!" Forgetting his injuries and the fact he was naked, Kirk jumped to his feet, 
crying out as pain ripped through his body. Weikath stepped forward to catch him, Kirk trying to stagger 
toward the door. "He's here? He got away? Why did he not come to me himself?" 


"Kirk! He is not here, but the Beelzebub is. The clothes were brought over by Nicko" Catching Kirk's shoulders 
to steady him, Michael winced when Kirk whimpered. 


"Oh nay. Nay Michael.” Kirk crumpled against him, shaking his head. "I cannot..." 

"Aye, you can" Michael gave Nicko a grateful look as he sailed into the cabin, plucking Kirk from Michael's 
arms and forcing him to stand upright. "You can and you will. Edward would be right miffed at you to see you 
behaving in such a fashion. | know you're hurting, but you need to straighten your back and face it. Now, get 


dressed and get your arse out on deck" Nicko grinned, holding up his arm. "Need a hand?" 


Despite himself, Kirk had to giggle. Hugging Nicko tightly, he sighed. "You're right. And nay, | need to do things 


for myself. I'll meet you on deck." 


Nicko flapped his hand. "Right, right, now come on, enough of this. Out you go Captain Weikath, with me right 


behind you.” 
Michael snorted. "| see why Harry and Edward call you old woman. You are as bossy as one!" 


Kirk giggled again as he watched them go. Sighing, he rescued his clothes from the rambunctious kittens and 
began to dress. 


Kirk!" Ale ran across the deck to meet him, hugging him until Kirk yipped. 

"Easy Alle, l'm pretty sore." 

Ale drew back, looking as fierce as Kirk had ever seen him. "Aye, Captain Dickinson was telling us." 

Ale and Kirk walked back to join the group of men. Bruce, Steve, Markus, Michael and Adrian all looked up from 
a paper that was laid over the table, another man bent over making quick sketches on the parchment. He 
looked up, his face creasing into a smile when he saw Kirk. "Kirk!" 

Kirk smiled back. "Hello Nibbs. Got tired of waiting for us did you?" 

First mate Timothy Carter grinned at him. "Well, Nicko and | knew you were supposed to meet the Maiden and 


when you didn't show we went looking. Found out that Captain Head had been arrested and you were nowhere 
to be found. So we figured we'd head out and see if we could find Captain Dickinson" 


"What of Edward, Nibbs?" 


Nibbs shrugged. "Don't understand it, Kirk. They're supposed to sail for England in two days and he's not made 
a fuss at all. And they've been parading all kinds of people past him in the jail” 


"Why would he not try to get away?" 

"| thought the same thing Kirk. Maybe they're making him think if he does something will happen" 

"What could they make him think would happen to make him give up with no fight, Michael?" 

Steve snorted, staring at Kirk. "What made him give up fighting in the first place?" 

Kirk bit his lip, crossing his arms over his chest and shying back away from Steve's glare. Sascha seemed to 
appear from nowhere, taking up a position slightly behind Kirk, his eyes resting on Steve. Nibbs snorted, looking 


up the tall figure. "Where in the fuck did you find that?" 


Weikath laughed. "Eating the leaves in the top of a tree." 


Everyone laughed except for Steve and Sascha, Steve's eyes narrowed as he stared at Sascha, Sascha staring 


right back. Weikath noticed the two and rolled his eyes. "Will | have to make you both stand in corners?" 
Bruce elbowed Steve hard enough to make him grunt. "Stop it." 


Steve dropped his eyes, flushing. "I'm going back to the Maiden" Bruce watched openmouthed as Steve spun on 
his heel and stalked off. 


Kirk moaned, tightening his arms around himself. "He will never forgive me." 


"There is nothing to forgive." Bruce touched Kirk's arm. "He's not very good at being anything but angry when 
he feels helpless and right now he does. Give him time Kirk. And no matter how angry he is, he would not hurt 


you." 


"Nay, he would not" Sascha's words were quiet, but his meaning was loud and clear. 
Nibbs raised an eyebrow. "Ah, if we could get back to the layout...” 


Then men gathered back around, listening to him explain what was where, making plans for when they reached 


port only a few hours away. 


Dark, dank and cold, the only light coming from a small barred window in the door, the cell smelled of fear, 
hopelessness and destruction, all wrapped around the stench of a thousand layers of sweat and death. Edward 
sighed, shifting his position as much as the chains would allow. 

The sounds of voices made him prick his ears, listening as the two guards took another walk through the 
corridor, picking out their conversation through the calls and cries of the other prisoners, moans of pain and 
fear that echoed and bounced off the rough stone like a blanket of abject misery. 

"Are you going there tonight?" 

"Aye, think I'd miss a chance?" 

A snort of laughter from the first. "Nay, who knows how much longer he'll last?" 

"He's learning though, he's much less likely to try to fight than he was." 


“That's why | want to get there early, | prefer him active rather than just lying there." 


"Do you think he thinks of him?" 


A face appeared at the window of the cell, sneering at Edward. "We should ask. Do you miss your lover?" 


Edward turned his head, the edges of his eyes glowing red. A hawking sound, and a large glob of spit and 


mucus landed near his leg, both guards laughing as he snarled. 
"So how much longer do you think Kiske will keep him alive?" 
"Who? The whore? Or him?" 

"The whore." 


The face vanished from the window, the conversation fading as they moved away from the cell. "He's going to 


England with this one. That way they can be together when they hang." 
Edward growled, the sound vibrating up out of his chest. 

Kirk was still alive. 

So he would wait. 

Bide his time. 

Until he knew he was safe. 

And then he would kill them, starting with Kiske. 

And if Kirk died? 


Then they'd be begging for death. 


Three 
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"It makes sense Harry." 
"Nay Michael it fucking does not! Why wait and waste more time?" 


“Steve, Michael's right. Better to anchor here and sail into port in the morning, get a better idea of what is 


going on than blundering round in the dark." 
Steve rounded on Bruce. "Right! Of course! Not like you care one fucking whit about him!" 
"Harry that's not true and you know it" 


All eyes turned to Kirk. Steve pivoted to face him, eyes slitted and black. "Oh, why not delay another night? 


Another chance for you to have him in your bedl" 
Kirk paled, his eyes darting nervously. "No one is in my bed. | want him back too Harry, but Michael is right" 


Steve advanced on Kirk, the smaller man shrinking back. "Fine! If anything happens to him before we get there 
I'm holding you responsible! You and your stupid ideas. If you hadn't..." 


"Enough Harry." Michael's voice was quiet but firm. "This is not Kirk's fault” 

Steve threw his hands up. "I should have stayed on the Maiderl But no! You." Steve spun back around, jabbing a 
finger at Bruce, "had to insist | come back to hear this! Well you do what you think best Captain Dickinson and 

Captain Weikath, for it makes no nevermind what | think!" 

Steve barely made it three steps before Michael grabbed his arm. "Harry! Get hold of yourself!" 

Steve ripped his arm free. "Keep him on your ship Weikath, and out of my sight." 

Stunned faces watched him go. Bruce sighed. "I'd better get back before he throttles one of the crew for lack 

of anyone else to do it to. Michael, we will be ready to sail at first light. Good night." Bruce started for the rail 


and then stopped, turning to look at Kirk "He'll be fine once he knows Edward is alright, Kirk He's just upset." 


Kirk nodded, his face stricken. "| hope so, Bruce." 


Kirk begged off soon after, pleading being tired and not feeling well, wishing everyone a good rest and shuffling 
off to his cabin. Michael caught Sascha's arm as he went to follow. "Watch him. He is more upset than he is 
letting on" 


Sascha nodded. "Aye, captain" Reaching the cabin, he knocked before entering, finding Kirk trying to pull his 
shirt over his head, nearly in tears from the discomfort and the emotions of the earlier conflict with Steve. 
Sascha didn't say anything, simply going to Kirk and gently lifting the sleeve from each arm before pulling it 
over his head. Kirk smiled, starting for the bed and then stopping. 

"Sascha, | could use something to drink" 

Sascha shrugged. "What do you want?" 

Kirk bit his lip, thinking. "Rum?" 

Sascha's eyebrows rose. "If it is what you want | will get it" 

Kirk smiled. "Thank you. And Sascha, get a lot" 

Sascha shook his head, leaving the cabin in search of rum. 

Kirk curled up on the bed next to the sleeping kittens. He didn't want anyone else, he just wanted Edward. Why 
didn't Harry understand that? Hearing Sascha returning, Kirk sat up, wiping his eyes and pasting the smile back 
on his face. Sascha entered the cabin carrying a small keg. 


‘ls enough?" 


Kirk nodded. "Aye, just hand it here and I'll drink it like that” The look on Sascha's face made him giggle. "Nay, 
but set it over here so it's easy to reach please." Sascha set the keg on the table next to the bed and 
grabbed a tankard off the table. "Nay, get two, unless you're not having any." Shrugging, Sascha grabbed a 
second. Pouring two drinks, he handed one to Kirk before grabbing a chair to pull next to the bed. Taking a seat, 
he tapped his tankard against Kirk's, both men lost in their thoughts as they sipped the strong liquor. 


Three tarkards later they were both laughing at the kittens as they rolled round the bed, growling and hissing, 
Lilith so rough that Jack was trying to get away, only to be pounced upon and rolled before he could make it 
off the bed. 

Kirk's laughter faded, his eyes suddenly dull. "| do miss him." 


Sascha groaned to himself. "Aye, Kirk | know" Damn Harry. 


Kirk turned pained eyes to Sascha. "Will you.." Kirk flushed, dropping his eyes. "Nay, | shouldn't ask" 


Sascha got up from the chair, setting his tankard down and moving the kittens off of the bed "Move over." 
Kirk scooted to the middle of the bed, Sascha sitting beside him, stretching his legs out and leaning back 
against the pillows. Putting his arm around Kirk, he pulled him against his side; Kirk turning to lay his head on 
Sascha's chest, still sipping his drink. 


"Its almost like having him here." Kirk drained his cup, holding it out and letting Sascha refill it, tucking back 
down on his chest with a sigh to sip some more. "So many think he's a monster, but he's not. He's never hurt 


me, well, one time when he tried to grab me, and even then he was sorry.” 
More sips, Sascha sitting quietly, letting Kirk talk 


‘| miss him. And not just because..." Kirk sighed, his breath catching in his throat. "I don't know what I'll do if he 


never comes back." 
Sascha tightened his arm. "Do not think about that Kirk. We will get him for you." 


Kirk smiled up at him, reaching up and kissing Sascha's cheek. "Thank you Sascha. l'm not afraid when you are 


here." 


Sascha just nodded. Without even thinking about it, his hand crept up and began stroking the black curls, Kirk 
sighing and cuddling closer. Neither one spoke for a while, Kirk gradually drinking the rum in his cup and holding 
it out unsteadily for more. Sascha hesitated, looking at the unfocused eyes peering at him. Deciding the worst 
that could happen was for Kirk to pass out -- and was that really a bad thing? -- Sascha refilled the tankard, 
going back to the absent minded petting as Kirk settled back on his chest. Sascha slipped the tankard from 
Kirk's fingers as his eyes drifted closed, let his own slip shut, both of them falling asleep as they lay. 


Bruce waited patiently until Steve did every single thing he possibly could to avoid him until he had no choice 
but to come to their cabin. Bruce lifted his head, pausing in his logbook entry and watching Steve with a raised 
eyebrow as he entered without a word, stripping down to his breeches before sitting on the window seat and 
staring out into the night. 

"Did you have supper?" 

"Nay, | was not hungry. 


Bruce continued writing. "Did you manage to take care of everything that needed taking care of?" 


"Aye." 


"Are you going to get up and stomp away if | come sit with you?" 
Steve sighed. "Nay, | would welcome it.” 


Bruce immediately put down his pen, waiting only until he took off his boots and stockings, slipping out of his 
shirt as well and going to Steve. "Part your legs." Steve spread his legs, making room for Bruce to settle 
himself between, leaning back against Steve's chest and relaxing against him. Steve put his arms around Bruce, 
resting his chin on his shoulder as Bruce's fingers laced through his, pulling Steve's arms tight and leaning his 
head over to rest against Steve's. "Talk to me." 


‘Must |?" Bruce nodded, waiting. "Fine. | know | should not be angry at him. But, when | see him sitting there and 
| think what Edward is going through it just makes me see red. And to see him with Sascha, as if Edward 


means nothing...” 


"Steve, do you recall how you felt when Edward forced you?" Bruce felt Steve's body stiffen. "Nay, do not pull 
away. | am not asking you to recall the details of it, but do you remember how you felt in your heart, and in 


your head?" 
"Aye." 


"As do |. But you knew what was going to happen. You knew that it would be Edward and no one else." Bruce 
shifted, pressing closer to Steve. "Edward gave me to some of the crew. | was forced by men to accept 
something that Edward decided was punishment. And those men were more brutal and more..it was as if they 
were animals." Steve groaned, tightening his arms around Bruce, turning his head to let his lips rest against 
Bruce's neck. "Kirk, well, for him.he was used in such a way that even | cannot imagine. He didn't know if they 
would kill him when they were done, or hurt him so badly he just wished he was dead. He is frightened. For all 
that when faced with an enemy he is a formidable foe, what happened to him was nothing he could fight." 


Steve nodded. "| didn't think of it as that." 


"Sascha, well, Sascha is frightening in his own way. Because of his size, he reminds Kirk of Edward. Because of 
his controlled viciousness, he reminds Kirk of Edward. And if you do not think he is that, | remind you of the 
man we watched dispatch crewman after crewman when we took that group of merchant ships a few months 


past." 
Steve snorted. "Aye, | would not want to face him when he was angry." 


Bruce chuckled. "Yet you have stared him a challenge ever since you found Kirk in his arms. Kirk feels safe 
with Edward. And right now he cannot be with Edward and he desperately needs to feel safe. So he is taking 
Sascha in Edward's place for that. You know he loves Edward; do you think he would risk that for a warm body 
in his bed?" 


Steve snorted. "Why do you not say all this before | make a fool of myself?" 


Bruce grinned, tipping his head back to look at him. "Because you do it so quickly | do not have time!" Bruce 
started to laugh; Steve's fingers were digging into his ribs, making him squirm until the two of them fell from 
the bench, landing on the floor and continuing to wrestle, laughing and forgetting for a moment everything but 
the fun they found in each other. 


"| have been thinking, madam." 

Ella looked up from her sewing. "You sound serious Michael." 

"Aye, | am. 

Ella set aside the dress she was making and turned her full attention to him. "What are you thinking?" 
"That perhaps it would be better to have Andi look after Kirk for a few days." 

Ella rolled her eyes. "Michael! You cannot believe what Steve was saying!" 


Weikath sighed. "It is not a question of believing, madam! It is a question of chance and circumstance. And Kirk 
is very unsure right now. And while | do not believe Sascha would take advantage of that, and if he did | would 
have him tied to the mast and wield the cat myself, | do know that sometimes things happen that are beyond 


control." 


Ella rose from the rocking chair and went to him, placing her hands on his shoulders. "Then do what you think 


best, Michael. Better to be safe than sorry." 


Weikath nodded. "Aye, madam, | think | shall. | will speak with Andi in the morn. Now, finish your sewing and | 
will tend to my journal. And after that | will show you how things get beyond my control.” 


Ella giggled at the leer on his face. "Ill hold you to that sir." 


Sascha groaned, shifting on the bed. Thrusting his hips up, his cock slid deeper into the hot wet cavern 
surrounding it, bumping the back of a throat and feeling the contraction around it as it was swallowed down, 
lips pressed to his groin, slim agile fingers teasing his balls, rolling them in the sac, a tongue fluttering along 
the underside of the shaft as the mouth moved up toward the head. Sucking, licking, teeth nibbling and 
scraping, the tongue always busy, lips that felt as tight as anything that had ever been wrapped around his 
cock, moving faster on the shaft, the head, probing the tip, the hand manipulating his balls until he was 
spreading his legs and frantically fucking that mouth, his hand tangling in soft curls, thrusting, panting, driving 


toward orgasm. 


The loss of the mouth made him snarl, trying to force it back to his cock, soft whimpers gradually penetrating 
his sleep fogged brain as a body stretched out on top of him, those same lips desperately seeking his, a 
frenzied tongue ravaging his mouth, a hard cock grinding into his stomach, hands clutching at his shoulders. 
Sascha tore himself from his stupor, grabbing Kirk and rolling them both over, pinning him to the bed, trapping 
him under his body, his kiss almost brutal as he thrust his tongue into Kirk's mouth, reaching between them, 


wrapping his hand around Kirk's cock and pumping it hard, feeling the smaller man cry out, arching against him. 


Sascha released Kirk's cock, bringing his fingers to his mouth and wetting them, shoving Kirk's legs apart with 
his knee and reaching between them, rubbing the saliva around his entrance and working a finger inside. 
Sascha's mouth covered his, tasting Kirk's cry, Sascha's tongue ravishing his mouth. Kirk writhed as a second 
finger was pushed into his arse, still tender from the brutal attack but needing to feel the raw ache of desire 
and release, to be wanted and needed, to feel the strength and force of being taken not to hurt or to conquer, 


but in lust and passion. 


Sascha pulled his fingers from inside of Kirk, rolling on top of him and rising up on his knees, lifting Kirk's legs 
up to rest on his chest. Taking his cock in hand, he jerked it hard several times before pressing the tip against 
Kirk's body, pushing forward and spreading him wide around the head of his cock, his hand curling around Kirk's 
straining shaft and pumping it roughly as the head of his cock passed through the ring, part of the shaft 
following until he stopped and pulled back, thrusting forward again, pushing a little more in each time until he 
felt Kirk's arse pressed against him, his balls nestled in the cleft of Kirk's arse. 


Kirk fisted the bedclothes, pulling and tugging the cloth, crying out as Sascha withdrew only to drive his cock 
deep. Long, powerful strokes in and out, Kirk's legs dropping to grip Sascha's sides, soft cries and whimpers 
encouraging him to continue, frenzied lunges of Kirk's hips lifting him from the bed to pound against Sascha, 


meeting every driving plunge of Sascha's cock into him. 


Sascha rolled again, turning onto his back and holding Kirk to him, grabbing the slim hips and lifting him up, 
slamming him back down, bucking up to meet the downward motion, Kirk leaning forward and digging his fingers 
into Sascha's chest, panting and crying out with every crash of his arse against Sascha's thighs. Sascha's hand 
slid up Kirk's chest, brushing against his nipple, Kirk gasping and shuddering at the stab of pain that lanced 
through his body and straight to his cock, his back arcing into a bow as he came, streams of come spurting 
from his cock and down across Sascha's shirt, Sascha shouting as Kirk's arse clamped around him, each violent 
shudder making the walls wring the seed from his balls, spewing inside him, Sascha's hands back on his hips, 


digging into his skin as he slammed upwards one last time. 


Gasping, bodies and minds shattered, reality tugging at the edges of insanity, they collapsed, Kirk falling down 
against Sascha's chest as Sascha fell back onto the bed, wrapping strong arms around the trembling form on 
top of him. The trembling soon turned to shaking as the enormity of the deed they had done set in, Kirk's body 
racked with sobs, Sascha trying to comfort him through his own feelings of guilt and disbelief. 


Exhaustion crept over them, Kirk's tears still wet on his face as he gave in and slipped off into sleep, Sascha 


following a few minutes later, the last thought in his mind making him groan aloud. 
What will happen when Harry finds out? 


The first rays of dawn were barely coloring the sky, soft gold and pink visible on the horizon when three sets 
of sails snapped up into the breeze, anchors safely stowed and no longer holding the wooden beasts back, the 
three ships catching the wind and heading toward one of their own, determined to claim him from the destiny 


that others had written. 


Steve stood on the bow of the Maiden, watching as the cumbersome Frigate fell behind, grinning when Bruce 
appeared beside him. "She moves like an old woman." 


Bruce snorted, grinning back "Aye, | think that is why Nicko likes her so much. They are kindred souls." 

"| wouldn't let him hear you say that, he's gotten pretty good at using that stump of his as a club." 

"Aye, | saw him playfully clout Ale with it last night and nearly knock him on his arse." 

Steve shook his head. "Ale. He's turned into quite a pirate." 

Bruce laughed. "Aye, that quiet shy cabin boy | first knew is no more." 

"Aye, that is until Nicko looks at him like a lovesick puppy.” 

Bruce slid his arm around Steve, leaning against his back. "Aye, he does look like that doesn’t he?" 

Steve turned his head, resting his forehead against Bruce's temple. "Aye" Taking a deep breath, Steve blew it 
out, snickering when Bruce shuddered as it washed over his neck. "And | owe you thanks for last night. | will 
talk to Kirk as soon as | can and tell him | was wrong to doubt him, as well as to blame him." 

Bruce turned his face to Steve's, kissing him lightly. "I'm sure he will be grateful to hear that. And | am glad to 
know that it will not be eating at you anymore." Bruce cocked an eye at him. "So no more Captain Dickinson, 
right Mr. Harris?" 


Steve flushed. "Nay, unless of course you want me to call you that when we're..." 


Now it was Bruce's turn to blush, much to Steve's amusement. "As long as you're saluting me when you do it 
Harris." Bruce's eyes looked pointedly at Steve's crotch. 


Steve growled softly. "When we are through with this and have Edward safely back on the Beelzebub, | think 
we should sail to that little island we found chasing that merchant ship and let Adrian take care of the ship in 


the cove while we spend several days exploring the island” 

Bruce groaned, shifting his body slightly to press his cock against Steve's arse. "Just exploring the island?" 
Steve grinned, pushing back against Bruce. "Aye. However | was thinking of doing it naked." 

Bruce snorted. "You have a dirty mind Harris." 

"And you have a sweet mouth and an even sweeter cock, Dickinson" 

Bruce hissed. "Fuck, Steve, stop! You're making me hard." 

Steve flashed him a wicked grin. "Aye, | can feel." 

"Bastard" Bruce stepped back and tried to think about something that would soften the evidence of his arousal, 
cursing and shoving Steve when his hand shot back and gave Bruce's cock a squeeze. Laughing, Bruce backed 
further away. "Bloody arsehole." 

Steve turned, grinning. "And speaking of." 

Bruce roared, turning and fleeing toward the stern, laughing as he went. Steve was laughing as well, watching 
him go, waiting until Bruce turned around and wiggling his eyebrows at him. Bruce threw his hands up in mock 
despair, turning back and heading for the navigator to check their position Steve turned to again face the 


horizon, the familiar tingles of adrenaline beginning in his body, readying himself for whatever they might find 


when they reached Grand Canaria 
A sharp rap on the cabin door made Markus grumble, reluctantly releasing Andi. "Come!" 


The unsmiling face of Captain Weikath made them exchange a glance. "Andi, | wish you to do something. And 
Markus, | know this will not make you happy but indulge me." 


Markus frowned. “Anything Captain Weikath." 

Andi nodded. "Aye, what do you need from me?" 

"| want you to take Sascha's place as Kirk's companion" 
Markus’ frown deepened. "Why is this?" 


"| just would like it so. Is that not reason enough?" 


Andi glanced at Markus. "If | may captain, could you not get someone else?" 

Weikath's glare made Andi squirm. "And why should |, Andi? You have a problem with Kirk?" 

"Nay! It is just, well, it will give me very little time for...” 

Weikath's voice was even colder than his eyes, brooking no argument. "I am your captain, am | not, Andreas?" 
Andi nodded. "Aye, sir." 

| made a request. | am now giving you an order. You will take Sascha's place. You will not do it with an attitude 
of a petulant child. You will take what time you are given to spend with Markus. If it is not enough then that is 
too bad. Do | make myself clear, Andreas?" 

Andi nodded again Weikath's eyes narrowed. "I did not hear you." 

"Aye, Captain Weikath." 

"Good" the captain turned to leave the cabin, stopping when Markus cleared his throat. 

"Uh, Captain Weikath?" 

Weikath turned his eyes to Markus, raising an eyebrow and waiting. 


Markus swallowed, glancing at Andi. "When did you want him to...” 


"l expect an order to be carried out immediately. As my first mate | would expect you to know this Markus, 


or has all the blood in your dick made your brain forget?" 
Markus flushed. "My apologies, Captain Weikath. It will be done immediately." 


Weikath nodded and left the cabin, Markus and Andi turning shocked eyes to each other. Andi shook his head. 
"What is wrong, do you think?" 


Markus shrugged. "I do not know, but | would suggest you go now." 

Andi gave him a rueful grin. "Aye." 

Markus caught his wrist as he went by, turning him and sliding his hand under Andis hair to cup the back of 
his neck. Bending his head, Markus gave him several quick kisses, grinning when Andi groaned and threw his 


arms around his neck, leaning into Markus' body and kissing him thoroughly until both men were breathing 


hard. Andi broke away, sighing. "Let us hope Kirk only needs a companion for a few hours." 


Markus sighed as Andi left the cabin. Something was wrong with the captain, and he intended to find out what 
it was. That is, if he didn't get his head bitten off first. 


Andi knocked on the door of Kirk's cabin, waiting for a few moments and frowning when he heard nothing from 


inside. Cracking open the door, he spoke softly in case Kirk was still asleep. "Hello? Kirk?" 

A soft sound made him open the door further, quickly stepping inside when he saw Kirk huddled on the bed, his 
eyes vacant and staring. "Kirk?" Crossing the cabin, Andi carefully sat down on the edge of the bed, gently 
touching Kirk's shoulder. "What is wrong?" 


Kirk shuddered, turning his head and burrowing into the bedclothes. "Nothing, Andi. l.l..oh God Andi, what have | 


done?" 
Andi scratched his head. "| do not know Kirk. What happened?" 


Kirk pushed himself up, forcing himself to look at Andi. "I drank too much. | thought.. needed. miss him so 


much and | just wanted... 


Andi's face was puzzled. "Edward you mean? Aye, Kirk, | know you do but what.." Andis face showed his 
dawning comprehension. "Oh. Oh.. fuck.. 


Kirk buried his face in his hands. "How can | ever tell Edward?" 
Andi groaned. "Right now you have a bigger worry." 

Kirk lifted his head, nodding slowly. "Aye." 

Both men spoke at the same time. "Harry." 


Sascha stood in the middle of Weikath's cabin, watching the captain pace back and forth. Ella watched as well, 
unsure of what Michael would do, he had made it clear just the night before that what had happened was his 
biggest fear, and his punishment of Sascha would be harsh. 

"Captain Weikath..." 


“Shut up! Sascha, do not speak right now!" 


"The fault is mine...” 


Weikath snarled, stepping close enough that Sascha could feel his breath, ice blue eyes boring into his. "Shut. 
Up! Are you too stupid to understand two simple words?" Ella had to bite her lip to keep from screaming when 
Michael picked up a chair and threw it across the cabin. Michael saw her flinch and rounded on her. "Madam. 


Leave!" 
Ella shook her head. "Michael, | would rather...” 


Weikath threw his hands up. "I do not care what you would rather! Ella, get ouf" Pale and nearly in tears, Ella 
jumped to her feet and fled the cabin. Michael swore as the door slammed behind her, sweeping his arm 
across the table and sending things flying. "Good! Add to everything now | am going to have to try to make her 
see it is not her | am angry at! Anything else you would like to make a fucking mess of Sascha? Or have you 
reached your limit?" 


Sascha didn't answer, simply dropping his head and studying the floor. 


Weikath shook his head. "Explain to me how you happened to find your dick in Kirk and this was none of your 


control." 


"Kirk asked for rum. He had too much and when | woke up he was." Sascha shook his head. "Is my fault. | 
should have stopped him." 


Weikath hissed. "That is the first thing you have said that shows you have not lost all of your mind. Get out 
of my sight. And Sascha?" Sascha stopped, turning back to face his captain. Weikath was visibly shaking with 

anger, his voice barely controlled "For your own good, and even more that of Kirk, you had better hope that 
Harry does not hear of this. What | am going to do to you will pale beside him. Now get out. | do not want to 


see your face until | have decided your punishment.” 


Weikath turned his back, closing his eyes when he heard the door softly close. "Oh Edward, if you are holding 
on for the reasons we think, this could well destroy you." Dropping into a chair, Weikath buried his face in his 
hands. So lost in thought he didn't hear the door to the cabin, he jumped to his feet, shouting a curse, when a 
hand touched his shoulder. 


Spinning around, he groaned. Ella had backed away from him, fear in her eyes. "Ella, | did not hear you come in. 


| was simply startled” 


"You get very loud when you're startled Michael." Offering a tentative smile, Ella came toward him. "I know you 


are angry but..." 
Michael shook his head. "Nay madam, | am not angry with you. | did not mean to upset you, but...” 
Ella pressed a finger to his lips before slipping her arms around his waist, leaning against him when his arms 


encircled her, holding her tightly. "It's alright Michael. This day has been even more trying than the last 
several. And when you need to be captain, | should understand this and let you." 


Michael groaned, bending his head down to kiss her neck "Madam, this day will be nothing compared to the one 
when Edward hears of this.” 


Ella snorted. "Edward? Right now there is another to worry about" 
Michael's laugh was bitter. "Aye, Harry." 


Ella nodded against his chest. "Harry." 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
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As agreed, the three ships anchored well off the port, the Helloween and the Maiden tucked behind the 
Beelzebub, shielding them from prying eyes as much as possible. A single longboat from each ship was lowered, 
carrying a select few to the shore, the more recognized staying behind, some willingly, some under protest and 


one nearly in restraints. 
"Steve, it makes sense. We don't want everyone to know we're here." 


Steve paced the cabin, nearly flinging himself across the floor, the only indication he'd even heard Bruce a flick 


of his eyes in his direction. 


Bruce sighed, catching him by slipping an arm around Steve's waist and bracing himself, swinging Steve around. 
"Listen to me, please.” Steve refused to meet Bruce's eyes, a muscle in the side of his jaw working frantically 
as he ground his teeth. "If anyone sees you, they will know why you're in port. It is better to send Adrian and 
Davey, they blend in much better. And Michael is sending Dani and Rob. Nibbs and Nicko are going as well. And 


as soon as they know anything, they will meet us on the Helloween" 


"Fine! Then let us head over there. | do not want to waste any time once they return.” 


Both Bruce and Steve were puzzled by the mood on the Helloween Michael was short with everyone, Ella 
strangely subdued, Markus looking morose, Sascha avoiding everyone like they had plague and when Kirk came 
out on deck with Andi his face was so woebegone that Steve actually snorted. 


Michael and Ella had returned to their cabin, Ella to sew and Michael to gather the charts they would need if 
Edward had already left for England. 


"Kirk" 

Kirk flinched when Steve approached him. Steve sighed, holding up his hand. "Nay, | wanted to tell you | am 
sorry for my behavior. | understand better how the fear and the loss make you need someone near you to 
trust. And to feel protected. And Sascha is that for you. I'm sure Edward would be grateful to him for what 


he has done." 


Kirk's eyes filled with tears, his words more of a whispered thought than an actual question. “But will he 


forgive me for what | have done?" 
"What did you say?" 


Kirk backed up; Steve's eyes had gone dead and cold as he stared at him, understanding immediately what Kirk 
was talking about. 


"|.it.it was a mistake. A horrible mistake!" 
"You fucked him?" 
"Get Weikath, now" Markus snapped at Andi, moving closer to Steve. 


Steve advanced on Kirk. "You spread your legs for him while Edward sits rotting in a fucking cell? Where he 
would not be but for you?" 


Kirk continued backing away, eyes darting around, looking for an escape. "I was d..drunk. Dreaming, | just wanted 


Edward!" 

"But you were willing to settle for Sascha?" 

"| love Edward! | just. needed.| wanted to feel better if only for a minute!" 

With a roar of pure rage, Steve lunged for Kirk, grabbing the smaller man and slamming him into the mast, 
drawing his fist back even as Bruce and Markus stood in shock, their feet seeming to stick to the deck. A tall 
form appeared, shoving Steve away and scooping Kirk up into his arms, swinging him around his hip and setting 
him behind him, presenting a wall of muscle and bone. 

"| cannot let you hurt him." 

Bruce and Markus were shaken from their stupor at the arrival of Sascha, Markus and the returning Andi 


moving toward Steve, Bruce setting himself between Sascha and Steve, a shout from the captain freezing them 


all for a scant second before Steve let out another roar and made to charge again, only to be latched onto by 


Markus and Andi. 


"Hold! What is happening here!” Weikath looked around, hissing as he took in Kirk's huddled form behind the 


massive crewman. "| should have known!" 
Sascha reached back and wrapped his arm around Kirk. "Harry tried to attack him." 
Weikath ground his teeth. "And you can blame him for this?" 


Markus and Andi held onto a wildly thrashing Steve, Bruce trying to get his hands on him as well, Kirk cringing 


against Sascha's back. 

Breathing hard, Weikath stepped in front of Steve. "Harry, to my cabin, now!" 

"Michael, touch me and captain or not, friend or not, | will tear your fucking head off!" 

"Harry, friend or not, | would like to see you try that" Calm, but with a layer of sincerity covered in ice, 
Weikath's voice made Steve raise his eyes to his. "Now, to my cabin | will meet you there. | am not ignoring 


this Harry, | am not less disgusted and angered than you." 


Steve nodded, his eyes shifting back to Kirk "I am not through with you." A sideways glace of the bottomless 


depths of raw anger flashed at Sascha. "And | am even less finished with you" 


At Weikath's nod, Markus and Andi released him, Steve stalking away from the stunned group on the deck, his 
back rigid, every line of his body seething with rage. 


Bruce shook his head, shooting a disgusted look at Sascha and Kirk. "For what you have done he will never 
forgive you. | can't say | hold any blame to him for it either." With that, Bruce followed Steve toward Michael's 


cabin. 


"Andi, take Kirk back to his cabin. He is to remain there. You will place yourself in front of his door. No one is 


to enter, or to leave." 
Kirk lifted his head, his voice breaking as he spoke. "It would be better if | returned to the Beelzebub" 


There was no amusement in Weikath's laugh. "Nay, you have committed what | consider to be a crime on my 


ship. You are not at liberty to go anywhere. Andi, now" 

Andi took Kirk's arm. "Come." Sascha released him, watching as Kirk stumbled off beside Andi. 

"Sascha." 

Sascha turned his head to face his captain "You will go with Markus. Markus, take him below and place him in 


a cell. Perhaps he can stay away from causing any more harm there." Without even looking at Sascha, Michael 


headed for his cabin. 


Ella nearly had a heart attack when Steve burst into the cabin. Anger radiating off him in waves, she shrank 
back in her chair, watching as he stormed into the room, stopping only when he realized she was sitting before 
him. Trying to temper his fury, Steve halted, Bruce nearly crashing into him as he came through the door. 


"What's wrong?" 


Steve shook his head, pulling away from Bruce's hand and stalking to the window. "My apologies for startling 
you." Spoken through gritted teeth, the contriteness of his words was lacking, the emotion behind them evident. 


Ella rose as Michael appeared in the door. "Maybe it is best if | leave you men to talk alone." Michael nodded as 
she passed, touching her arm briefly. Closing the cabin door, he took out his pipe and pouch, sitting down at 
the table and watching Harry. 

"I know you want to say something. So say it” 

Steve snorted. "I'm done with talking. It does not one fucking whit of good." 

Michael sighed, lighting his pipe and taking several pulls before speaking. "I told Sascha he would be punished." 


"Good! And what of Kirk?" 


Kirk is not part of my crew, Harry. He is not part of any crew, he is simply Edward's lover. The only one who 
can see fit to punish him is Edward." 


"What are you thinking for Sascha's punishment Michael?" 
Weikath shrugged. "At this time | am adding it in my head, Bruce." 
"Who will inflict it?" 

‘Markus will Harry, he is...” 

"| want to do it.” 


"What?" Bruce went to Steve, disbelief in his eyes. "You hate flogging! And | should imagine this is what we are 
talking about?" 


Weikath nodded. "Aye. And Harry, | am sure Markus would not mind handing over the duty to you. 
"Michael be serious! Steve, do you really..? 

Steve nodded, his eyes cold. "Aye, | do want to. If not, | will call him out for a duel’ 

"A wha" Bruce's face paled. "Steve, that's insane!" 

"It is not more than | expected, that is why | will allow Harry to wield the punishment. As long as you give me 


your word that once this is done, you will stop any foolish notion of a duel, Harry. And you will be able to work 
with Sascha as and when it is needed" 


Steve nodded. "You have it." 


Michael sighed. "Then let us get this done, | have no stomach for it and it will pain me to see. Sascha is young 


and stupid, but he is not bad" Rising from his chair, Michael started for the door. "Meet me on deck." 


"Michael." Weikath stopped, closing his eyes, knowing what Steve was going to say. "I want Kirk there to witness 
ite 


Another sigh, even deeper than before. "I thought that you would. And he shall be." 


Sascha stood up from the bench as Markus approached the cell. Unlocking the door, Markus gestured for him 


to step out. "Come with me." 

"Markus, | know you will have to. understand and will not think badly of you." 
Markus shook his head. "I will not" 

Sascha groaned. "Captain Weikath?" 

Markus shook his head again, finally meeting Sascha's eyes. "Harry." 

Sascha tipped his head back, groaning. "Fuck..." 

Markus took his arm. "Aye, Now come, best to get it over with and not add to it" 
Sascha swallowed hard. "Markus, how many?" 

Sascha's heart plummeted when Markus just shook his head. 


With the exception of Dani and Rob, the entire crew of the Helloween was gathered on the deck, whispers 
running through the men, trying to understand the events that had led to this. As if a silent messenger had 
spirited itself between the three ships, the deck of the Maiden and the Beelzebub were also teeming with men, 
all watching the Helloween Andi had been ordered to bring Kirk from his cabin, Weikath telling him to use 
whatever means necessary. Kirk had come on his own, trembling but walking with his head high. His bravado 


nearly failed when he saw Ella, her face full of disappointment as she remained on the other side of the deck. 


Markus led Sascha onto the deck, guiding him to the mast and indicating with a wave of his hand for Sascha to 


remove his shirt. Face calm but a faint tremor in his hands showing his nervousness, Sascha pulled his shirt 


over his head and kneeled where Markus pointed, leaning forward and wrapping his arms around the rough 
wooden cylinder, biting his lip as Markus tied his hands and secured the rope to a ring in the deck. After 
checking the knots, Markus stepped back and nodded to Captain Weikath. 


"Sascha Gerstner. You have been awarded the following punishments." Weikath's voice was clear, ringing out and 
carrying to the straining ears on the Maiden and the Beelzebub. "Five lashes for speaking out of turn. Five 
lashes for disobeying an order. Five lashes for causing havoc on my ship." Weikath hesitated, looking at the now 
slumped figure, Sascha's head nearly hidden in his arms. "And ten lashes for breaking my trust. Twenty five 
lashes in all." 


A collective groan rose form the crew. Twenty five lashes was indeed severe, and with Markus wielding the 
whip it was tantamount to a death sentence. Even if, by some miracle, he survived the flogging it certainly 
meant a very long recovery. Another murmur arose as Harry and Bruce emerged, Bruce taking a place beside 


Weikath, Harry going to stand next to Markus. 


"Because your actions do not only affect this ship, | have decided that Markus will turn over the duties of 
inflicting the lashes to the first mate of the fron Maiden In this, both ships will have satisfaction Mr. Harris, 


when you are ready. The punishment is twenty five lashes. Markus, you will count.” 


Bruce flinched. Twenty five was far more than he had thought. Watching Steve, he saw no give in the set 
expression, the eyes still flat and cold, body rigid Steve removed his shirt, setting off another restless mutter 
from the crew. Removing his shirt made it clear he was not sparing anything in the strokes; in fact, it showed 
his determination to wring the most from each one. Taking his place, Steve accepted the cat o'nine from 


Markus, planting his feet and taking several short swings to warm his muscles. 


Sascha heard the whip whistle through the air, trying to force himself to relax as he waited for the first 


blow. 
Nothing could have prepared him for it. 


The whistle was louder, that was the only difference he heard. That and the cry of "Onel" from Markus just 
before a cold fire ripped over his skin Sascha rose up on his knees, the ring in the deck holding him down as 
instinct told him to rise, to flee from the next savage jolt, licking from the top of his back down to his waist. 
And the next, high up on his back, his skin feeling as if it was trying to crawl from his bones. Dimly, he heard 
Markus cry the number, the next slicing over the same spot and making him cry out, arching away, pressing 
himself against the wood and tightening his arms as if begging for forgiveness, the wood as unyielding as the 


man who crossed his back with the next blow. 


Kirk sobbed, turning his head and seeing Weikath staring at him, the words as clear in his head as if the tall, 
cold captain had spoken. Look. See what you have wrought with your selfish need? A good man who is being 
tortured for your indiscretion Do not dare tum away! Kirk forced his eyes back, unheeding of the tears running 


down his face, the stares from the crew, shaking in misery with each swing of Steve's arm. 


Ella had her hand over her mouth, her stomach heaving. Only five lashes and Sascha's back was crossed with 
thick welts, Steve swinging from his heels with every blow, getting the maximum from each stroke of the lash. 
The next one and Sascha writhed, blood running from his lip where had bitten it through, his cheek scraped and 
oozing from the coarse wood of the mast. Another and Sascha bucked up, thrusting his pelvis into the wood, a 
sick parody of the same motions he had made into Kirk. And another, and another, four in rapid succession, 
never giving Sascha a moment between, blood now running from the top of his back, trickling down over his 
skin, winding around and over the welts that had yet to bleed, giving them the appearance of weeping bloody 


tears as blood mixed with the sweat. 


Chest heaving, Steve switched hands, turning to attack from the other side. The momentary pause gave 
Sascha a few seconds to breathe and to hope, to cling to the belief that it might be over until he heard he 


whistle again, this time the scream tearing loose and echoing over the water. 
Steve stopped, turning blazing eyes to Markus. "Gag him." 


Markus looked to his captain, untying the sash from his waist at Weikath's nod. He went to Sascha, leaning over 
the slouched form and fitting it into his mouth, groaning at the blood and tears on the crewman's face. 
Wrapping it round his head, he tied it, making sure it was snug and wouldn't slip before stepping back Nodding 


at Steve, he readied himself to resume the count. 


Steve nodded back, raising his arm, shutting out everything except the feel of the corded handle of the whip 
and his target before him, fueled by the rage of betrayal. The few moments of rest had given him the chance 
to gather his strength, this blow tearing through the welts at the bottom of Sascha's back, splitting the skin, 
blood now flowing freely to soak into the waist of his breeches. "Twelve!" The screams came without letup now, 
muffled by the cloth over his mouth but still loud enough to be heard by those on the three ships, Sascha's 
body pressed to and writhing wildly against the mast, seeking escape, looking for shelter from the inferno of 
pain that radiated throughout his being, his mind reaching the point where it sought a place to hide and 
shutting down. 


Every backswing of the cat sent droplets of blood flying, several of the crew stepping back to avoid being hit. 
Steve stopped again when Markus cried twenty, shifting the whip back to his right hand and turning back to 
face the other way, looking for a patch of skin that was not either welted or bloody. Bending his body, Steve 
swung the cat, curling the lash around Sascha's hip, the new type of agony stirring him from his stupor, his 
cry weak as he crashed to the deck, slumped over and violently shaking. Steve swung again, hitting higher on 
his side, another jerk the only indication the blow had landed. Steve drew back again, this time hesitating, looking 
at the still form. Dropping his arm he turned to Markus. 


"How many?" 
Markus cleared his throat. “Twenty two." 


Steve dropped the cat to the deck. "Enough." Turning to face Weikath, Steve shook his head. "If | continue I'll kill 


him. Even three more may be too much. Might be too much already.” 


Weikath nodded at Steve. "Aye." Turning to the crew, Weikath waved his hand. "Go, this is done." Silently, the 
men dispersed, several shooting glances at the motionless man still tied to the mast. Kirk turned and ran, 
uncaring if anyone objected, barely making it to the side of the ship before violently retching. Soft hands 
stroked his hair back from his face, holding it while he was sick. Finally done, he wiped his mouth, turning pain 


filled eyes to Ella 
"Thank you." 


Ella nodded. She was afraid if she opened her mouth she would be the next leaning over the rail. Slipping her 


arm around him, the two leaned on each other as they left the deck. 
Bruce watched them go, shaking his head. "She held up better than | thought." 


Weikath sighed. "She did not want any of the crew to think her weak. Now she will go back to Kirk's cabin with 


him and sob." 
Bruce turned his eyes back to Steve, still staring at Sascha’s silent body. "Is there a place | can take him?" 


Weikath nodded. "Aye, the same cabin you used before is empty. But Bruce, he is still very angry. Do not push 


him far." 
Bruce shook his head. "He still needs to let the rest go from his head Michael. So it may be loud." 


Weikath managed a chuckle. "I will leave orders not to bother you until the party returns from shore. Now | 
will have Markus and Andi take Sascha to the healer." Weikath went over to crouch beside Markus who was 
kneeling on the deck, unwrapping the gag. 


Steve stood alone, watching as Markus, Andi and Captain Weikath helped Sascha to his feet, Markus taking most 
of his weight with Andi doing what he could as they took him away. Bruce came up behind him, speaking his 
name quietly to let Steve know he was there. Steve's eyes were vacant as he looked at Bruce, prompting a 
soft curse. Taking Steve's hand, Bruce led him toward the cabin they had shared their last time onboard the 


Helloween. 


Bruce felt like he was leading a child Steve had yet to say anything and once in the cabin simply stood where 
Bruce had left him. Bruce put his hand under Steve's chin and lifted his face, chocolate eyes searching the dull 
dark brown orbs. "Hey. Are you alright?" 


Steve jerked his chin away. "Fine." 


Bruce stepped closer, putting his hands on Steve's hips. "Nay, you aren't. Come on Steve, talk to me. You do 


yourself no good when you close up like this." 


Steve's eyes raked over his face. "What do you want to hear? That | just damn near killed a man because he 
wronged not me, but someone else? That | still feel the urge to throttle Kirk? That | feel a coldness inside me 
that | have never felt before?" 


Bruce nodded. "Aye, if that's what you want to say." 
Steve snorted. "For fuck's sake Bruce! | don't want to talk! Why can you not understand that at times?" 


Bruce shrugged. "Fine! | get bloody sick of you acting as if it is my fault whenever you feel wrong about 


something! If you cannot understand that | do this because | care how you feel then | will stop caring!" 


Steve's hand shot out and grabbed Bruce's arm when he went to walk away. "You will stop caring?" Bruce 
turned back, the venom in the hissed words making him wonder if Steve was going to snap, and unsure of what 


would happen if he did. "And that is always your way of dealing! Are you threatening me with leaving again?" 


"You bastard! | have not threatened to leave you since we've been on the Maiden together! What | said was | 
would stop caring about trying to understand how you feel when you get this way. That is not leaving, that is 


simply saving myself the hurt of having you rip my head off when no one else's is here! Now unhand me!" 


Bruce twisted his arm free, the sleeve of his shirt tearing as he wrenched it away. As if the sound of the 
cloth rending broke something inside of Steve, he grabbed Bruce again, this time balling his fist in the front of 
his shirt, propelling him backwards until Bruce's body slammed into the wall. Unmindful of any damage he might 
have done, Steve pinned him there, pressing the length of his body against Bruce's and capturing his mouth, 
kissing him hard, Bruce's hands coming up to push at his shoulders. The taste of blood filled their mouths, 
Bruce's lip splitting under the brutality of the kiss, Steve's tongue licking at the gash before forcing its way 


into Bruce's mouth. 


Bruce shoved him back, raising a hand to his mouth and wiping away both blood and saliva, glaring at Steve. 
"You unbelievable bastard!" Bruce lunged, shoving Steve hard, the two of them crashing backwards, hitting the 
table and sending the lanterns sitting on it crashing to the floor, glass shattering as the smell of the whale oil 
spread through the cabin. Steve rolled Bruce off of him, the men falling to the floor, each trying to get the 
upper hand as they rolled across the wooden planks, grunting as fists landed. Bruce ended up on top, straddling 
Steve, his hands wrapped in Steve's hair and holding his head still as he swooped down, biting Steve's throat 
until he bellowed in pain. Grabbing Bruce's hair and giving a heave of his hips, Steve tumbled him to the side, 
rolling over and leaning down to snap at his throat, teeth fastening on the juncture of neck and shoulder and 
biting hard enough to taste blood. Bruce's legs locked around his waist, his body arching up from the floor, 


crying out as Steve ground against him. 


Steve reared back, grabbing the collar of Bruce's shirt in both hands and ripping it down his chest, dropping 
back to sink his teeth into the skin around his nipple, sucking hard, marking him in a violent frenzy of rage and 
lust, Bruce yanking his hair hard enough to bring tears to his eyes. Bruce twisted his body, turning Steve onto 


his side and unlocking his legs, scrambling away to jump to his feet. Steve leapt up as well, the two men facing 


each other, breathing hard. 


Bruce feinted left and then dove right, Steve watching the center of his body and reading the fake, grabbing 
Bruce around the waist and lifting him up, letting his momentum carry them until they hit the wall again 
Bruce's hands curled in the hair on Steve's chest, his breath leaving him in a loud whoosh as Steve's body 
impacted his. Steve's mouth crashed down on his, this time Bruce biting and sucking hard in return, Steve's 
hand working between them and finding Bruce's hard cock, roughly squeezing before sliding it lower and 
grabbing his balls, twisting and pulling the sac, Bruce cursing into his mouth. 


Bruce's fingers found Steve's nipple, pinching it hard, snarling in triumph when Steve yelped in pain. Another 
twist of Bruce's body sent them back down to the floor, Steve losing his grip for a moment, Bruce trying to 
scramble up only to have Steve crash down onto his back. Steve wrapped his arm around Bruce's waist, hauling 
him to his knees, fumbling with the laces of his breeches. Bruce shoved at his hand, trying to balance himself 


on one arm, squirming under the press of Steve's weight on his back. 


Steve's hand was suddenly wrapped round his cock, the rough fingers yanking it free of his breeches and 
jerking it hard, Bruce crying out and arching into his hand. Steve rose up on his knees, yanking Bruce's 
breeches down his thighs before fumbling with his own, his hand still pumping Bruce's cock with fast hard 
strokes, Bruce shuddering and thrusting into his hand. Nearly shaking with the need to bury himself inside of 
the muscled body under him, Steve managed to push his breeches down far enough to release his aching cock, 
spitting into his hand and rubbing it over the head before pressing the tip against Bruce's hole, ramming his 
hips forward and forcing him open. 


Bruce sucked in a breath, his body going rigid as Steve's cock ripped inside him, lifting himself up and shoving 
his arse back to take more of it into his body, the pain of the sudden breach making his cock throb in Steve's 
hand. Twisting his hand into Bruce's hair, Steve yanked him up on his knees, snarling into his neck, Bruce's arse 
against his thighs as he violently fucked his hips up, pounding his cock into Bruce. Bruce reached back, fingers 
digging into Steve's hips, his head thrown back to rest on Steve's shoulder as he used the strength in his 
thighs to drive himself back onto the thick cock ramming his arse. 


Steve's teeth scraped over Bruce's neck, his breath washing hot over the skin, wanking Bruce's cock with the 
same furious strokes that he thrust into his arse. Sweat, blood and lust, bodies pounded, sucking the pain from 
Steve's very soul and pouring it out in their passion, an intensity that made them delve into depths that 
pushed their bodies and their minds to the limit, shuddering and shaking, cries and gasps mixed between 
pleasure and pain until it all twined together into an animalistic fuck that drove them toward a peak that 
bordered on insanity. 


Bruce's fingers raked over Steve's flesh, his harsh shout filling the cabin as he arched his body over Steve's, 
pushing his arse down hard onto Steve's cock as his come arced into the air, splattering across the cabin floor. 
Steve roared his release, ramming his hips up and grinding against Bruce as he came inside him, a white light 
bursting in his brain as he shuddered and thrust, trying to bury himself deeper into the passage that 


convulsed around him. 


Unable to stop shaking, muscles still trembling, they fell over, Bruce hissing when Steve's cock was pulled from 
his arse, both of them lying on the floor in a mixture of sweat and come, trying to find a thread of reason 
for the punishment they had wrought on each other, both feeling a release of something much more than the 
seed they had drained. Groaning, Steve pulled himself up, leaning over Bruce. 

"God, l'm sorry, are you..2" 

Bruce nodded, still not having enough breath or energy to speak. 

Steve let his head drop to rest it on Bruce's shoulder. "I forced you, | should not have done that" 

Bruce gave a weak snort. "You cannot force from me what | willingly give." 

Steve raised his head. "Bruce, |..." 


Bruce reached up and ran his fingers down Steve's jaw. "Aye. And | too." 


A knock on the door made them both groan, Uli's voice drifting through the door. "Captain Weikath said to let 


you know the boats are returning.” 
"We'll be there in a moment, Uli, thanks." Bruce groaned again. "That means we have to move." 
Steve grinned. "Aye, and | seemed to have ripped your shirt" 


Bruce lifted his head and looked down. "Aye, you did" 


Steve forced himself to his feet, pulling up his breeches and lacing them before bending over and grabbing 


Bruce's hand. "Come on" 


Bruce grumbled but allowed Steve to pull him to his feet. "Oh fuck" Wincing slightly, he bent and pulled up his 


breeches. 


Steve groaned, stepping closer and lacing them, drawing the torn edges of Bruce's shirt around his chest and 
tying them. "I hurt you didn't |?" Looking closer, he saw the bites and scratches on Bruce's neck. "Fuck, Bruce 


I'm...” 
Bruce effectively stilled Steve's words by kissing him. "I'm fine. And even if | am a bit sore, it was well worth 
it" Grinning, Bruce pointed to the floor, still wearing the evidence of his release. "Does that tell you how much | 


enjoyed it?" 


Steve grinned back, blushing. "Aye, think we should clean it?" 


Bruce snorted. "With the noise we made? | don't think anyone has any doubt what we were doing." Lacing his 
fingers through Steve's, Bruce tugged him toward the door. "Come on, let's go see about Edward." 


"What is tha?" 


Dani and Rob looked rather sheepish. "She recognized Nicko. We had to bring her with us or she would have 
gone to Kiske." 


Weikath groaned. "Why my ship?" 


Grey eyes glared at him over the gag, muffled words seeping through the cloth, several of which made 
Weikath's eyebrows shoot up. 


"Careful captain, she kicks." Dani leaned over and rubbed his shin. "And she kicks hard." 
Rob snorted. "And bites, and scratches, and stomps, and slaps, and punches..." 
Nicko chortled. "Curses like a bloody pirate too. Cor, she got a mouth on her that make me ears red!" 


Weikath rolled his eyes. "Aye, but why my ship?" The woman's foot suddenly shot out, catching the captain's 
leg, his bellow of pain followed by several hopping steps. "Fuck!" 


| told you that she kicks!" Dani glared at her. 


"Why did you bring her to my ship?" Weikath glared right back at her, the woman neither backing down or 
dropping her defiant gaze. 


Rob shrugged. "We did not know what else to do! Would you have wanted us to kill her?" 


Weikath leaned down, making sure to keep his body out of range of her feet. Staring into her eyes, he grinned. 
"Aye!" 


Grey eyes rolled dramatically. 

"New woman, Michael?" 

Weikath grumbled at Bruce. "I have enough trouble with the one | have!" 

Somehow the woman had managed to work the gag loose, her voice loud and clear. "Bloody good thing cause | 


prefer my men to have a little more meat on their bones." Cocking her head to the side, she looked the captain 


up and down. “You're a bit on the scrawny side." 


No one even made an attempt to hold in the laughter as Weikath's face colored. "Madam. l.l..." Weikath threw 


up his hands. "Take her..somewherel" 


Dari and Rob carefully prodded her, pointing her towards the doors leading back to the cabins. Weikath ground 
his teeth as her voice drifted back. "Cor, he's a fuckin' nutter ain't he?" 


Weikath snarled, turning to Bruce and Steve. "What is it | do that makes things like this happen to me?" 
Bruce laughed, patting Michael's arm. "I don't know, but | hope | never start doing it!" 

Nicko wiped his face. "Well, now that's all done, should we get to the business at hand?" 

Weikath nodded. "What did you find out about Edward?" 


Nicko shook his head. "It's not good, it's not good at all." 


Five 
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"So where is he?" 

Nicko started to speak then looked around with a puzzled frown. "Where is Kirk? He should hear this." 
Steve growled. "Just get on with it” 

Nicko stared at him. "What's going on round here?" 

Weikath passed a hand over his eyes. "Nicko, we will explain later, now please, Edward" 

Nicko shook his head. "Not until Kirk is here." 

Weikath threw up his hands. "Nicko! It is not a good idea!" 

"And why is that Michael?" 

"Because he fucked Sascha last night" 


Steve's words were flat, his eyes glittering with anger when Nicko swung his head to look at him, dumbfounded, 
his jaw nearly on his chest. "He what?" 


"Fucked him. Now, can we get back to Edward?" 


Nicko swallowed hard, trying to gather his scattered thoughts. Seeing his confusion, Nibbs spoke up. "The 
moved him onto a ship while we were there. But it was odd; he was going along very quietly, as if he didn't 
plan on trying to get away and they knew it." 


Weikath frowned. "That does not sound like Edward." 


Nicko cleared his throat, his mind back on track. "I think it has something to do with what else we saw. When 
they were bringing him down to the ship, there was a man on the deck, about Kirk's size, wearing a hooded 


cloak like Kirk's. Even had curly black hair. Edward saw him, you could tell by the way he reacted” 


"He thinks he is still protecting Kirk by doing as they say." Weikath sat forward. "What happened to this man?" 


Nicko shrugged. "He's still on the ship. It pulled anchor and moved out into the water while we were still there." 
Steve sat up, his face creased in a puzzled frown. "We never saw it" 


"Nay, you wouldn't have." Nibbs grabbed a piece of parchment and the pen off the table, hurriedly sketching. 
"They sailed out at the very edge of the cove, and there's a spit of land that's just high enough that unless 


you are really watching for it you wouldn't notice the masts." 


Weikath's eyebrows rose as he looked at the drawing. "I have not noticed before that there is a place you can 
sail through." 


"| hadn't either." Steve swore. "So they've slipped past us?" 

Nibbs nodded. "We need to get underway immediately." 

"Not we." Bruce shook his head. "The Beelzebub would slow us down. | think it's best she remain here." 
Nicko snorted. "You think I'm not going?" 

"What of Kirk?" 


Steve laughed, the sound dark with a bitter edge. "Oh, Kirk goes, Michael. And he goes on the Maiden where | 


can keep an eye on him." 
Nicko cocked his head. "Then that's where me and Ale go." 
Nibbs groaned. "And leave me here to nursemaid the Beelzebub alone?" 


Weikath tapped the stem of his pipe against his teeth. "Nay, you will bring her, just at her own speed. We may 


have need of her firepower." 
Nibbs grinned. "Aye, she has that." 
"So, who is the woman?" asked Bruce, in an attempt to lighten the mood. 


Nicko rolled his eyes. "Bloody hell, she gave us a time. We're having a bit of drink at the tavern, watching a 
group of guards from the jail who were talking about moving a prisoner to a ship. And blimey if she doesn't 
keep staring right in me face. So, the guards get up to leave and we see her trying to slip out the door. Dani 
and Nibbs hurried right round and snatched her, carried her behind the tavern with her fighting and 
screeching and kicking the whole way. They're cursing and hollering, we're trying to stay quiet and not let 
anyone know we're around and all this is goin’ on. So, turns out she works at the tavern and used to work at 
another one," here Nicko's face flushed red, his grin becoming a bit lopsided. "and she remembers me from a 


time | got a bit fresh while in me cups." 


"Bit fresh hell, she said he was trying to juggle her tits!" Nibbs doubled over, the rest of the room groaning 
and laughing, no one doubting the woman's word that this was something the rather brash cook would have 
done. 

"Thanks Nibbs, for telling me secrets," Nicko grumbled goodnaturedly. "She was going to go tell the guards we 
were there, so it seemed easier to just bring her along. And | know what you said Michael, but I'm not one for 
killing a woman" 


Weikath rolled his eyes. "Aye, but why my ship?" 


"We figured maybe having Ella round would calm her down a bit. And Markus is scary enough to keep her in 


line." 
"Thank you Nicko, | did not need another woman on my ship." 
Bruce stood. "If that is all then we need to set sail for England." 


Weikath nodded. "Aye, | would like to take a different course and try to pass the ship Edward is on and arrive 


before her." 

"Whatever course you plot, the Maiden will follow you." 

Chairs scraped the floor as the rest of the men rose to their feet. Nicko nodded at Bruce. "I'm going to the 
Beelzebub and fetch Ale and what we need. We'll join you on the Maiden Oh, and Harry, I'd like a word with you 
when we get there." 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Bloody hell, as if | have a choice." 


Ella and Kirk looked up as Michael and Bruce stepped into the cabin, Steve remaining in the doorway. Kirk's gaze 
slid back and forth between the two captains, waiting for one of them to speak Bruce looked at Michael before 
turning back to Kirk. "You need to come with us. We are setting sail for England” 

Kirk's face paled. "They have taken him to England?" 


"He is on a ship which left tonight. Do not waste time, we need to sail soon Madam, if you will return to our 


cabin" Without so much as a goodbye, Weikath left. 
"Why can he not stay...” 


"He is going where | can know what he is doing." Steve's eyes were hooded, pinning Kirk in place as if he was 


tied to the chair. "So when we do have Edward, he cannot escape whatever punishment he sees fit to inflict." 
Kirk shuddered, his eyes still locked on Steve. 
Bruce shook his head. "Now, Kirk." 


Kirk slowly stood, turning to Ella and hugging her tightly before starting for the door, stopping and turning 
back to pick up each of the kittens and give them a cuddle. "I will miss them." 


Steve snorted. "I'm sure that's not all you leave on this ship you will miss in your bed." 
Kirk cringed, keeping his head down. "I'm ready to leave." 
Giving Ella a last trembling smile, Kirk followed Bruce and Steve out the door. 


In the controlled chaos of getting everyone where they belonged, getting ready to sail and actually pulling 
anchor and heading out, Weikath forgot about the new prisoner until Markus rapped on his cabin door, peering 
in and looking quite pained. "I am sorry to bother you Captain Weikath, but what should | do with that woman?" 
Ella's head shot up, her eyes narrowed. "Woman? Michael," Markus coughed, covering the laugh that 
threatened when she turned to look at the captain, her face carefully schooled into a sweet smile, her voice 


dripping honey, "there is another woman on the ship?" 


Weikath threw up his hands. "I had nothing to do with it madam! They brought her back from port, if you wish 


to make an argument with anyone, blame Dani!" 

‘Lam not arguing Michael, | am simply curious as to where she will be sleeping.” 

"Madam, if | had my way she would be sleeping anywhere but on my ship! One is more than enough!" 
"And just what is that supposed to mean, Captain Weikath?" 


Weikath crossed his arms on the table and dropped his head to rest on them, groaning loudly. "Markus. | think 


Ella would like to meet her. Bring her here." 
Ella burst into laughter at the expression on Markus’ face. "You want me to bring her?" 


Weikath raised his head, glaring at the first mate. "Aye, bring her. And watch your knees. She cannot reach 
higher but she is painful with what she can reach." 


Markus sighed and left, dragging his feet and looking as if he had just been told to fetch his own executioner. 


Ella giggled, shaking her head. "She frightens Markus? This must be some woman!" 
Weikath snorted, dropping his head back on his arms. "She is not like you, madam." 
"And just what does that mean, Michael?" 

It means nothing, Ella You will see.” 

"Nay, Michael. What do you mean she is not like me?" 


"He means that I'm not some sweet thing who is going to kiss his arse and make eyes at him just because he's 
the captain of this rat infested hunk of waterlogged wood" 


Ella's mouth dropped open. Michael groaned into his folded arms. "There, madam, do you understand now?" 
The two women appraised each other. One slim, slightly olive skin, black hair and coffee brown eyes, showing 
the bearing of her higher born blood. The other shorter, milky skin, rounded with full breasts and hips, hair a 
soft brown, grey eyes that sparkled with a cross between amusement and irritation 


Ella gave her a small smile. "Welcome to the Helloween | am Ella Windthorpe and you are..2" 


The woman snorted, rolling her eyes. "Annoyed. How long will | have to stay on this ship? It stinks and l'm going 


to get my arse in more than a bit of trouble for leaving the tavern" 

"You will be on this ship until we reach England. We will then leave you... 

"England? Bloody helll Why the fuck would | want to go to England?" 

"Your mouth, madam, is.. 

"| ain't your madam. My name is Catherine and | like my mouth just the way it is, thanks." 


Weikath picked up his head. “Catherine. Fine. It makes no difference, you are still on this ship until she reaches 
England. After that, you...” 


"And how will | return? You're just going to drop my arse in England and leave me there? Some right bloody 


nerve on you." 


Ella bit her lip to hold back the giggle, Markus coughing several times. Weikath glared at her. "| am not arguing 


with you. If | am going to argue with a woman | have my own to argue with." 


"Your own?" 


Catherine laughed. "Right, he's your master is he? You're his servant? Sounds about right." 
Ella flushed. "| am not! | am a member of this crew, same as the rest!" 


"Enough" All three of the other occupants of the cabin jumped at Weikath's roar. "Markus, take her, oh, take 


her anywhere!" 
Markus scratched his ear. "Where, captain?" 

"Take her to the healer. He complains there is no one to help him, take her there” 
Markus scratched his ear again "Are you sure? She might scare him to death” 
Weikath grinned. "Aye, Markus. Now go, before | end up with my head aching” 


Another snort from Catherine. "Sickly sort, are you? Should have known, being all skin and bones with no meat 


on you." 
Weikath rolled his eyes. "| have enough meat on me." 


The blatant look she gave his crotch made the captain's face flush. "Well, from the look of those breeches, at 


least there's some there" 

Ella grabbed the small pillow she had been stitching and stuffed it in her mouth, trying to keep from laughing 
when Catherine dropped her a sly wink. Weikath drew himself up, glaring down at the now grinning face. "As | 
said, more than enough. Good night." 


Ella barely lasted until the cabin door closed behind them before she fell over on the window seat, laughing so 
hard she was crying. 


"He is the only one we have that needs tending. Do you know how to clean a lash?" 
Catherine shrugged. "No different than any other right?" 

"Have you ever seen flogged skin?” 

"Nay, but a cut is a cut. And I've seen birchings a-plenty: 


Standing back, the healer gestured toward the man lying on the bed. "Go lift the cloth from his back, but do it 


carefully." 


Catherine sauntered over, rolling her eyes. Taking the corner of the cloth in her fingers, she ran her eyes 
over the still form, the man stretched out flat on his stomach. Tall, well muscled and young, his face beaded 
with sweat, his eyes flickering behind the lids. Pulling the edge of the cloth up, Catherine was unprepared for 
what she saw, dropping it and stepping back, swallowing rapidly to keep down the rising tide of nausea. 


"That is why | said it is different. Now, what you will need to do is this..." 


Forcing herself to watch, Catherine kept her eyes on the healer's hands as he washed the mangled flesh, the 


groans and movements from the man relaying how painful it was, the healer's touch not careful at all. 


"Then you spread this salve..." 


The first slap of that hand on his back made the man cry out, trying to lift himself from the bed only to fall 
back. 


"Cor, daft bugger, give me that! You're hurting him." Catherine snatched the pot from his hand. "Where can | 
wash my hands first?" 


“There is a jug and basin there." The healer pointed at a table behind her. Catherine thrust the pot of salve 
back in his hands, going to pour some water into the basin and scrubbing her hands as best she could. 
Carefully plucking a clean cloth from the table, she returned, tossing the cloth over her shoulder and taking 
the pot back. Dipping her fingers into the salve, she took a deep breath and reached out, gently smearing the 


thick balm over the man's back. 

Again he groaned, this time not rising from the bed, but instead shifting under her hand. 
"What's his name?" 

"Sascha." 


"Right then. Sascha. | know it hurts love, but I'm trying to be as easy as | can" Another dip of her fingers, 
more gentle strokes. "Why did he get flogged?" 


"I do not ask why, | simply tend them." 

Catherine rolled her eyes. "How often should | tend his back?" 

"Now, it will need to be tended often, and checked to be sure it is not becoming infected. | am retiring to my 
cabin. You will sleep here, in one of the empty beds. That way, if he needs anything, you will be near." With 


that, he turned on his heel and left. 


"Bastard." Catherine was suddenly aware that Sascha's eyes were open, regarding her solemnly, dull with pain. 


"Well, hello there love. Looks as if I'm going to be taking care of you." 


A weak voice pushed through dry and cracked lips. "Who are you?" 

‘'m Catherine. Do you want for anything?" 

"Water." 

Catherine nodded. "Right, just let me.there, done. Wasn't too bad was it?" 

"Nay." Sascha watched her as she placed the lid back on the pot and set it on the table beside the bed. Wiping 
her hands on the cloth she had left over her shoulder, Catherine looked around. "Ah, there we are." Crossing 
the room, she poured a splash of water in a what looked to be clean cup and brought it back to him. "Now, 
how should we do this?" 

Sascha tried to push himself up, baring his teeth as the pain ripped through him. 

‘Cor, you're a stubborn one. Just a minute and I'll lend a hand." Catherine set the cup down and turned back 
just in time to watch as Sascha pivoted himself around and sat up with his legs hanging over the edge of the 
bed, his body swaying. "You know love, you fall over and there's not going to be much | can do about it" 
Sascha raised his head. "I would squash you." 

Catherine snorted. "Been under bigger love, and l'm still here." Handing Sascha the cup she grinned at the faint 
stain of pink on his cheeks. "Right, let's get something straight here. | think it, | say it. | am no lady who is 
going to simper and fuss. So, get used to it, right?" 

Sascha nodded. "You are a new prisoner?" 

"So that tall, scrawny captain tells me. What's his name?" 

Sascha choked, wincing as his back pulled. "Captain Weikath." 

Catherine snapped her fingers. "I thought as much! Cor, there's a pretty price on his head" 


Sascha's eyes narrowed. "Do not think it" 


Catherine crossed her arms over her chest, regarding him with a smirk. "And you're in shape to do what 


about it?" 


Sascha pushed himself to his feet, ignoring the scream of pain that ran from his shoulders to his thighs. 
"What | have to." 


Catherine looked him up and down, a slow appraisal of every inch of him that made Sascha want to reach for 


the bedclothes and hide himself, her open scrutiny of his groin sending a mixed signal from his cock. Flattered, 
it wanted to show off. The naked approval and lust in her eyes however made it want to take refuge in his 
belly, unsure if it could live up to the demands she would have. 

"Sascha! What are you doing out of bed!" 

Sascha was never more relieved to hear Ella's voice. "I am just stretching." 


Catherine grinned. "Looks like pretty much everything on you is plenty long enough. You are one big boy." 


Ella giggled, watching Sascha's face flit from one emotion to another, including a brief moment of fear. "He is. 


However, he should not be out of bed" 


"Aye, and he's getting back in. And just so you know, | know what I'm doing here so don't worry that pretty 
head of yours." 


It was Sascha's turn to grin when Ella blushed. "| was not saying you didn't!" 
Catherine winked at Sascha. "She's as quick to go off as that mate of hers." 

"Mate?" 

Sascha had to sit back down, retreating into the relative safety of his cup of water. 
"Aye, mate. You sleep in his bed don't you?" 

Ella nodded, too dumbfounded to speak. 

"Right, and you ain't wed, right?" 

Ella shook her head. 

"And you don't sleep there just to keep his feet warm, right?" 

Ella blushed again. 

"So, mate. Got it now?" 

Ella nodded, staring at Sascha. Sascha averted his eyes, snickering into the cup. 
Catherine sighed. "Well, lets get you settled love, been a long day and I'm worn. What with being captured and 


manhandled and kidnapped and everything. And | can't curl up in my bed until you're all curled up in yours. So, 


you, Lady whatever your name was, trot on off to your scrawny captain and let me put this boy to bed." 


A thousand stinging replies on her lips, Ella found herself instead obediently leaving the cabin, stopping halfway 
down the corridor and shaking her head in disbelief. Oh, this one was going to have Michael tearing his hair out, 
if she didn't find herself adrift in a boat. 


Catherine tilted her head, hands on her hips. "Well, come on! Drink up and get back on your belly so | can cover 


your back!" 


Sascha found himself in the same boat as Ella, a scathing retort on his lips but before he knew it he was 
stretched out on the bed, a soft cloth being laid over his back. Catherine gave him a grin and went to the bed 
next to his, stripping down to her shift and sliding in under the bedclothes, settling in with no apparent 


embarrassment. "F you need me, just give a shout love." Closing her eyes, Catherine fell immediately asleep. 


Sascha shook his head, watching her for a few minutes before closing his eyes and trying to sleep through the 


pain. 

Steve threw open a cabin door. "In there." 

Kirk eased past him, entering the cabin. "Thank you..” 

The door didn't slam, but the firm closing made it clear that his thanks weren't needed. Sighing, Kirk went to 
the table and lit a lantern, turning around and giving the cabin a once over, his eyes falling on the bed. Feeling 
more alone than he ever had in his life Kirk went to it, crawling up in the center and curling around himself, 
wrapped in a cloak of misery and despair. 

He didn't turn to look when he heard the door open until a weight on the edge of the bed made his body dip 
and roll. Lifting his head, he looked over his shoulder, a small smile curling his lips at the sight of Ale. "I know, 


you hate me too." 


Ale shook his head. "I do not understand, Kirk, but it is not my place to hate you. I'm your friend, | will not 
judge you." 


"I just didn't want to hurt for a minute, Ale. | didn’t think of the pain it would cause. And Edward, he may 


never forgive me." 
"Edward will forgive you. He loves you." 
Kirk sighed. "| wish it were that simple." 


"It is. f | made a mistake, Nicko would forgive me." 


"This is a big mistake, Ale." 

"Edward is a big man. He knows about big mistakes." 
Kirk laughed. "Aye, he is. And | hope you're right." 
"Right about what?" 


Kirk looked up at the door, a chill running through him even as he felt relieved to see Nicko. "That Edward will 


forgive me." 


‘Oh, he will. Might not at first, but he will. And I'm not going to say l'm happy with what you did either, but 
its not my place to say what Edward will think or do." 


Kirk lowered his head. "So you are angry with me as well?" 

Nicko shook his head. "l'm disappointed in you. But not angry." 

Kirk sighed, running his finger over the pattern in the bedclothes. "I would rather you were angry.’ 

"Well, you don't get to pick. Come Ale, we need to get settled. Kirk, I'll come back in the morn with some clothes 
we brought over from the Beelzebub" Nicko stepped further into the cabin, setting a loosely tied bundle on the 
bed. “Brought that too, though Harry's probably going to kill me." 

Kirk frowned, untying the simple knot and letting the cloth fall open He let out a delighted cry, lifting the 
sleeping kitten to his chest and cuddling her. "Oh Nicko, thank you so much." Lazy golden eyes opened, a small 
pink mouth splitting in a yawn. Running his fingers down the cream colored fur, Kirk hugged the kitten, feeling 
the block of ice that had chilled him since Captain Weikath had opened the door of the cabin to find him and 
Sascha melt just a little. 

Nicko cleared his throat. "| thought she might help." 

Kirk nodded, his eyes closed, letting the warm purring fill the ache in his chest. "Aye, Nicko, she does." 


Nicko and Ale bade Kirk good night and left the cabin. Kirk lay back down, curling on his side around the small 
bundle of fur, closing his eyes and letting sleep overtake him. 


Bruce looked up from the log when Steve entered the cabin. "Is he settled?" 


"| showed him where to go, then | left. So as far as | am concerned, he is settled." 


“That's enough." 


"Fuck, Bruce, I'm so bloody angry at myself for going to him with an offer of peace, and a fucking apology, only 
to find he fucked Sascha." 


Bruce stood up, going to Steve and wrapping his arms around him from behind. "I know. And I'm sorry for 


belittling your fears about it" 


"You didn't belittle them." Steve leaned back against Bruce's chest, covering Bruce's arms with his own and 


linking their fingers. "And are you alright? Or still hurting?" 

Bruce grinned, nipping Steve's shoulder. "Nay, l'm fine. A few places that still sting a bit" 
"I lost control. First with the lash and then with you." 

"You regained it with the lash or you would not have stopped. And | lost it as well." 

"I could have killed him." 

"But you did not" 


Steve sighed, turning his head slightly to rest his cheek against Bruce's. "I took out the anger | felt at Kirk on 
him. He took the punishment for two men and that is simply not fair." 


"Kirk's punishment it going to be lasting for a while, Steve. He knows there are many who are unhappy with 
him, angry at him, disgusted and disappointed by his actions. For him, that is a far worse punishment than 
being lashed. And we have no right to punish him, that has to come from Edward." 


Steve nodded. "Aye, | know. If not he would be tied to the mast right now." 


A sharp knock on the door made them both groan. Bruce didn't move away from Steve, instead simply raising 


his voice to be heard. "Comel" 


The door swung open, admitting an unsmiling Nicko. Steve groaned. Nicko grinned at the sound "A word with 


you, Harry?" 
Steve nodded. "Might as well get it over with. Come in Nicko." 


Nicko shut the door behind him. "Better get comfortable, this is going to take awhile." 
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"Where do you think you're going?" 


Bruce cleared his throat, looking as if he had no clue why Nicko was asking. "I thought you'd want some 


privacy." 
Nicko snorted, pointing to a chair. "Nay, what | want is a word with both of you. So sit." 


Bruce muttered under his breath but planted himself in the indicated seat. Steve propped his arm on the table, 
resting his chin in his hand and glaring at Nicko. "So, say it, old woman" 


"Right. What's stuffed up your arse that makes you God, Harry?" 
Steve's eyes narrowed. "What?" 

"Or Kirk's judge?" 

| never said | was!" 

"Well, you certainly bloody well condemned him quick enough!" 

"He fucked Sascha!" 


"Aye! And that is between him and Edward! And don't think I'm not going to have a word with Michael! He had 
Sascha lashed for this?" 


"He is Sascha's captain, Nicko. He has the right to punish him as he sees fit. It was not so much for what he 


did, but the fact he disobeyed direct orders from Michael.” 


"Bollocks! Everyone is so upset and on edge over this whole thing that you saw a way to make someone pay 
since you can't get to the ones who are really responsible! Harry, you flying off the handle is no surprise. 
Bruce, you going along with Harry is no surprise. Michael letting his emotions rule him? Now there's a 


surprise.” 


"You can't bollock Michael, Nicko. The Helloween is his ship, under his command" 


"Aye, it is Bruce. But tell me, if Harry wasn't over there demanding blood, would he have done it?" 
"Aye, he would have. Maybe not as much, but... 

"Well, I'm surprised Markus went along with it." 

"Markus didn't wield the lash, | did" 


Nicko's head swung around. "What? For fuck's sake Harry! You really did appoint yourself executioner! Who do 
you think you are?" Nicko rose, his face angrier than Harry had seen. "You flogged that kid? And that is what 


he is Harry, nothing much more than a lad! 


Steve jumped to his feet. "He's old enough to know you don't fuck another man's lover! Or take advantage of 
that man when he's in no position to defend his property!" 


Kirk is not Edward's property! Is Bruce yours? Is Ale mine? Nay! Fuck! They are with us because they choose 
to be, not because we own them. If Bruce decided tomorrow that he would rather be with Janick, would you 


want him lashed to the mast?" 
"That's not the same Nicko! Edward didn't have a choice!" 


Nicko's fist crashed down on the table. "Aye! He did! | saw him Harry! When he thought Kirk was on that ship 


he went as meek as a kitten! He is where he is because he made the choice to protect Kirk!" 
"And Kirk paid him back by fucking the first man he could!" 

"Do you have any idea what Kirk went through? Do you know what they did to him?" 

"Aye, Nicko, | do!" 


Nicko continued as if Harry had never spoken. "They beat him. They raped him. They tortured him." Nicko 
leaned over the table, his face inches from Steve's. "And then they paraded him through the street naked and 
bleeding." 


Bruce swore. "He didn't say that." 


"Nay, l'm sure he didn't! Would you, Bruce? | have watched him and Edward. Kirk depends on him for many 
things, including that Edward makes him feel safe. Have you never noticed that he is constantly touching or 
near Edward? If he is away from him at all, as soon as he returns he seeks Edward's touch, even curling into 
his lap and hiding against him! He has gone from the terror and pain on the Metallica to feeling that there is 
one man that will protect him and keep him from that and now that man is ripped from him! Kirk is not like 
you, Harry, or like Bruce or me or Ale! Whereas you can stand alone and feel that you are safe and 


untouchable, he cannot! And do you think Edward would be happy to know he is cowering in fear from a man 


that Edward would trust with Kirk's life?" 
Steve flushed, dropping back into his chair. 


"Nay, no answer for that, Harry? Do you think Edward would be angered by the few moments of comfort Kirk 
got from Sascha? Edward is as much of the flesh as Kirk! Nay, he would be glad that for one night, Kirk slept 
safe and without fear. He would not think that something as simple as fucking would change what Kirk feels. Do 
you think Kirk loves Sascha or wants to be with him? Nay, again, no answer? And that's because you know 
that Edward would be far angrier at you than he would be Kirk! Hell, Edward would probably grin and want to 


know how big the lad's cock is!" 

Nicko sat down, breathing hard and shaking his finger at Steve. "He would be disappointed in you. And it would 
hurt him to know that you are acting more from your own wounded pride and anger that you were not there 
to prevent him being taken. And that is what all this is, Harry. Than damnable pride of yours, and that feeling 
that you should be able to keep anything from occurring as long as you are there. Well, you couldn't stop this, 
Harry. And just as Kirk needs to understand, so do you." 

Getting to his feet, Nicko walked around the table and leaned over Steve's shoulder, speaking quietly. "This is 
not your fault, Harry. There is nothing you could have done to stop Edward from being where he is. Now, are 
you man enough to admit that and do something about it?" 


Steve bared his teeth. "You push too far, old woman" 


Nicko rested his hand on Steve's shoulder, squeezing it hard enough that Bruce winced, expecting to hear the 
creaking of bone. "Nay, Harry. If anyone pushes you too hard, it is you." 


Neither Steve nor Bruce spoke as Nicko straightened up and left the cabin without another word. 
After the silence had stretched until Bruce was nearly ready to scream, Steve got to his feet. "I'm going to 


talk to Kirk" Bruce stared at him as he left, fighting a furious battle within himself as to if he should stay and 


wait or follow. Deciding to give it some time, he sat back, pondering what Nicko had said. 


"Kirk" 

Kirk shuddered, moaning and curling tighter around the kitten, making himself smaller. 
"Kirk" 

A whimper, Kirk's arm coming up to cover his head, trying to hide. 


"Kirk!" A hand shook his shoulder, making him start up, his cry locked in his throat. Realizing that Steve was 


right beside him, he scuttled back, pushing himself against the wall and bringing his legs up to his chest. 
Steve swore. "You were dreaming.” 

Kirk didn't say anything, just stared at him with frightened eyes. He had been waiting for this; here on the 
Maiden there was no one that would go against Harry and protect him, and Harry had made it clear he was 
not through with him. 

"| want the truth. What happened to you after Edward was taken away?" 

"Y..you already kn..know." 

"Bollocks. | know what you said on the Helloween, but there is more to it. Now tell me." 

"They hit me, and they...” Kirk shook his head. "I cannot do this!" 


Steve hissed. "Do it. Open your bloody mouth and speak." 


Soft paws touched Steve's hand where it rested on the bed as the kitten stretched. Steve frowned, pulling his 
hand back and then reaching for the kitten's head, planning on rubbing the pricked ears. 


"Don't hurt her!" Steve actually pulled back when Kirk lunged, snatching the kitten up and holding her to his 


chest, eyes wild "She has done nothing wrong!" 

Steve shook his head. "| would not hurt..." 

"Aye, you would! If you thought it would hurt me you would! Do what you want to me, but do not hurt her!" 
"Kirk, | would not hurt her." 

Kirk put the kitten on top of his thighs, protecting her with his body. "Edward gave her to me. She is special. 
He gave her to me. When Brownie was..." Kirk stifled a sob, wiping his nose on his sleeve. "He went into port and 
found her for me because he didn't want me to be unhappy. He gave her to me. He swore he hated Brownie 
but when she was ki.killed and all her kittens were q..gone, he went and found her for me." 


"What happened to Brownie?" 


His voice still hitching with suppressed sobs, Kirk stroked the kitten's head as he spoke. "She was playing on 


d.deck one day an.and the crew were mo.moving crates and they di..did not see h.her." 
Steve winced. "It was an accident." 


"Aye. They f..felt bad for it, b.but they did n.not mean it to ha.happen 


"So Edward got you another?" 


Kirk smiled, his eyes still on the kitten who was gazing back him with adoring eyes. "He said he h.had to go into 
p.port and when he ca..came back he had h.her in his sh..shirt-" 


Steve sighed. "Kirk, tell me what happened." Neither noticed Bruce quietly entered the cabin until he softly 
cleared his throat. Sitting on the bed behind Steve, he rested a hand on his hip, not speaking, watching Kirk as 
his fingers continued to smooth the soft fur. 


"The took him from the room." Kirk's voice was expressionless, his eyes unfocused and flat. "As soon as they 
were gone the one who had the pistol to my head hit me with it, knocking me to the floor. | heard the one say 
whatever they would do they had to hurry. Hands, lots of hands, | don't know how many picked me up and 
threw me on the bed. They ripped my breeches down" Tears began to roll down his face unchecked. "All | could 
smell was Edward, we had shared the bed not long before dinner and it still smelled of us. | kept thinking if | 
just thought about that it wouldn't hurt. But it did" 


Bruce lowered his head and rested it on Steve's shoulder. 


"They had me on my stomach at first. One, two, | do not know how many before they turned me over. One of 


them pulled a dirk and cut my shirt off. It was then they saw the rings.’ 


Bruce groaned against Steve. Steve closed his eyes for a moment, forcing them back open to watch as Kirk 


continued. 


"Another one lifted my legs and forced himself into me. When | did not react, he grabbed one of the rings in 
my nipples and twisted it. He twisted so hard that it tore from the skin and | screamed. | screamed and | 
struggled and he liked it so much he ripped the other one free. It became part of the game. Some would hold 
me down and while the one that was in me was ready to spill in me, he would twist off another ring. When 
they ran out of rings they used their fists to hit me, either where the rings had been or another place that 
would make cry and beg and fight” 


The kitten stood up, stretching up on her back legs and nuzzling Kirk's face, raising a paw and swiping a tear as 
it rolled over his cheek 


"I know there were a least six of them, there may have been more. But when they could not enter me 
anymore, they used the muzzle of a pistol and then when | stopped screaming from that one used his fist. 


They only stopped when | wouldn't scream anymore." 


Kirk shifted slightly, letting his legs drop back down onto the bed, crossing them and settling the kitten in his 
lap. 


"I was numb. The pain was so bad that my body stopped feeling. They forced me to my feet and told me they 


were taking me to the prison ship that was due to sail that night. They told me if | did not walk they would tie 
a rope to my cock and drag me through the streets. So | walked When | would stumble or fall, they would 

punch and kick until | regained my feet and then we would keep walking. When we arrived at the ship, they told 
the captain | was a pirate's whore and to keep me in the foulest cell he had as that was the most | deserved. | 


am not sure how long after that Michael found me." 

Kirk raised his head, looking past both men at something only his eyes could see. 

| wanted to die. It was not the hurt in my body, but the pain in my heart from knowing that no matter what 
they did to me it was not enough to make up for what | had cost Edward. When he looked at me before they 


led him away." Kirk's chest heaved, several sobs breaking through. "He lo..looked at me and all | s..saw in his 


eyes w..was love and fear f.:for me. He c..could have gotten aw..away but he w..would not le..leave me. And | 


h..have betrayed h..him. 
"Kirk..." 


"Nay, Br..Bruce. If | had the cour..courage | would end my li..life, but | owe h.him the chance t..to do th..that 


himself." 


Steve sighed. "Kirk, | am not without sympathy for what happened, but | cannot say | understand or agree with 


your actions with Sascha." 

"You cannot h.hurt me anymore, Harry. Th.tthere is nothing y..you can do that w..would make me h.hurt 
anymore that | al.already do." Lifting the kitten from his lap, Kirk lay back down on the bed, curling back around 
himself and closing his eyes. 

Steve turned his head to look at Bruce. Bruce shook his head, standing and taking Steve's hand as he stood as 
well. Stopping to blow out the lantern, the two left the cabin, the soft sobs behind them mixing with the 


resounding purr of the kitten held in Kirk's arms. 

"Michael, stop pacing." 

"Madam, tend to your sewing and leave me in peace!" 

"What is wrong with you?" 

"lam worried. | should not have let Kirk go to the Maiden" 
Ella bit her lip. "You don't think anything will happen do you?" 


"I do not know. Harry is beside himself with anger, and also with guilt. He is not always as his most rational 


then" 
"Guilt?" 


"Aye, guilt. He feels as | do. If one of us had been there, Edward would not be where he is. And before you say 


it, | am well aware that it is a foolish notion" 

‘It isn't foolish. But you have nothing to feel guilty of 

"Again, madam, tend to your sewing. | need to think" Michael grabbed his pipe and pouch and left the cabin 
Ella sighed, leaving her hands rest in her lap as she stared out the window. 


Catherine heard the soft footsteps approach the bed Sascha was lying on. Watching through one eye, she 
recognized the tall figure of the captain as he bent over the bed 


"Sascha?" 
Sascha shifted his body slightly, raising his head. "Captain Weikath?" 


Moaning as he struggled to get up, Sascha sank back as the captain touched his arm. "Nay, stay still. | am 


sorry, | could not tell if you were asleep." 
| doze some here and there." 

"How is the pain?" 

"It is not too bad" 


Weikath snorted, grabbing a chair and moving it quietly beside the bed. Taking a seat, he glanced over at 
Catherine. "She is taking care of you?" 


"Aye, she is much easier about it than Jorn" 

"Good. Although from my meeting with her | cannot quite believe that" 
Sascha's teeth flashed white in the darkened cabin. "She is rather bold" 
Weikath snorted. "That is like saying you are rather tall” 


Catherine bit her lip to keep from laughing. 


A soft laugh from Sascha. Catherine was almost asleep when the captain spoke again. 


"| let my anger get the better of my judgment today. For that | am sorry. But damn it to hell, Sascha, why 


could you not listen when | warned you what could happen?" 
"| didn't think it would. | am usually much better in control." 


Weikath sighed. "It is my fault as well. You are young, and | knew Kirk was needing more than | think even he 


did" 

"Will he be alright?" 

"| do not know, Sascha. | think his mind is closer to a blackness than any of us saw before." 

‘| only wanted to help him. | was afraid if | said no he would feel that he was no good anymore." 

"Aye, but | think this is ending the same way. Now, get some rest. And Sascha, please do not force my hand 
again. You remind me in ways of myself, and | also had to learn in every hard way. The easy is much better 
for everyone." 


Sascha managed a smile. "I will try, Captain Weikath." 


Catherine watched the captain stand and rest his hand on Sascha's head for a moment, even ruffling his hair 


before he turned to leave. As soon as the door shut behind him, Sascha spoke. 
"He is not so bad." 


Catherine opened both eyes, finding Sascha watching her. "Nay, he seems to have a decent side to him. What 
did you do?" 


Sascha shrugged, groaning when the skin pulled "Ah, | should not do that. | did something he told me not to do” 
Catherine snorted. "Cor, he's a bit of a stickler for following his rules then?" 

"He is the captain If he did not have rules, the ship would not sail” 

"You're pretty smart for such a young one" 

"lam not that young. 


"Right. Twenty, twenty one years?" 


"Lam twenty six. 
"Cor, | have bloody shifts older than you" 

Sascha laughed, grunting slightly. "You are not that old" 
"Older than you, love. lm thirty one years. 

"Is not much different" 


"Right, when you bastards all want sweet young girls with firm breasts and pink cheeks, while round old hags 


like me end up remembering our youth and feeling sorry for ourselves." 
Sascha laughed again. "Some of us like round old hags." 
Catherine grinned. "Right, cheeky thing that you are. Now go back to sleep." 


Sascha closed his eyes, missing the fading smile on her face. Catherine let out a silent sigh. Maybe if she could 


get one of them to like her, she might live through this yet. 

"Nicko, you said what you had to say." 

"Aye, Ale, but | could have said with a bit less force." 

"Would he have listened then?" 

"Cor, | don't know if he listened now!" 

Ale finished undressing and blew out the lantern, coming to the bed and getting in beside Nicko. Turning on his 
side, he propped his head on his hand and sighed. "You did the best you could. You cannot do any more than 
that" 

Nicko held out his shortened arm, waiting until Ale moved over and pressed against his side before curving it 
around his shoulders. Ale head rested on his chest, his fingers slipping under the bedclothes and stroking 
Nicko's stomach. 

"Are you trying to distract me, lad?" 


Ale tilted his head back, biting his lip. "Is it working?" 


Nicko grinned. "What do you think?" 


Ale slid his hand lower, feeling the soft skin of Nicko's cock swelling under his fingers. "Aye, | think it is." 
Pushing the bedclothes aside, Ale curled around Nicko's hip and lifted the head of his cock, opening his mouth 
and taking it inside. Nicko groaned, arching up off the bed, running his hand through Ale's hair and closing his 
eyes, enjoying the touch of the eager mouth around his rapidly stiffening shaft. 


Ale shifted around to kneel between Nicko's legs, freeing the hard cock from his mouth with a last teasing trip 
up the shaft before lowering his head and rubbing his chin against Nicko's balls, grinning at the groan that tore 
from the cook's chest. 


"Cor, lad, that bloody tickles!" 

Ale nodded, letting his chin brush over the sac again. "Should | stop?" 

Nicko raised his head, opening one eye. "If you do I'm putting you right over me knee and paddling your arse!" 
Ale licked the sac, laughing when Nicko jumped. "Promise?" 


Before Nicko could respond, Ale took his cock back inside the wet heat of his mouth, sucking it down to the 
root. Nicko groaned, stroking Ale's head, letting slow, rolling motions of his hips push his cock in and out of 
Ale's mouth, Ale's fingers tickling and teasing his balls. Ale's eyes were open, staring up at Nicko's face, 
watching the signs he knew so well. When Nicko's eyes squeezed shut, his lips curling back to bare his teeth, 
Ale lifted his head, giving a last lick over the head of Nicko's cock. Nicko cursed and lifted his head. "Cor, you're 
good at that." 


Ale grinned, sitting up. "I just know what pleases you." 
Ale slid from the bed, Nicko watching him with disbelief. "Where are you going?" 


Ale crooked his finger, going to the table and pushing a pile of Kirk's clothes out of the way. Sitting on the 
edge, he beckoned to Nicko again. Nicko groaned, jumping from the bed so fast he nearly fell on his face when 
his feet tangled in the bedclothes, his cock bobbing wildly as he stumbled across the floor to the now laughing 
Ale. Placing himself between Ale's spread thighs, Nicko grumbled, giving the lad a fierce mock glare. "Wouldn't 
be so bloody funny if | fell on me face and broke it!" 


Ale curled his arm around Nicko's neck, reaching between them and taking the saliva-wet shaft in his hand. 
Raising his legs, he guided it to his arse, nuzzling Nicko's cheek and back to his ear. Nicko groaned, letting his 
weight push forward, pressing the tip of his cock inside as Ale's warm breath fanned over his ear. "I would 


have kissed it better." 


Ale's legs wrapped round Nicko's waist as the rest of the thick shaft disappeared into his arse, throwing his 
head back and sighing when Nicko reached his full depth, his balls pressed against Ale. Nicko leaned over him, 
wrapping his bad arm around Ale's waist, his hand reaching between and teasing his fingers over Ale's cock. 


Slow and easy, no hurry or urgency yet, just a gradual adjustment to each other's familiar rhythms, the soft 
pulses of Ale's arse greeting each thrust of Nicko's cock. 


Comfortable heat, bodies fitting together in perfect cadence, give and take, thrust and parry, a dance of age 
old rhythm and harmony. Skin becoming slippery with sweat, breathing deepening and hearts beginning to pound, 
the pace quickening, pleasure rising as bodies tightened and throbbed, seeking deeper places and a firmer touch. 
Ale curled his body, gripping Nicko's shoulders as he tightened his legs around him, the once smooth rolls of 
his hips becoming fast and jerky, driving himself forward to meet hand and cock, soft words of encouragement 
spilling from his lips. Flexing himself around Nicko's cock, Ale gasped when Nicko's hand gripped him harder, 
wanking him faster, trying to stroke his cock in time with the stabs into his arse. 

Ale shuddered and shook, tilting his head back and crying out as he writhed under Nicko, his cock swelling in 
Nicko's hand, balls tight, his come arcing between them. Nicko grit his teeth, continuing to thrust into the 
grasping heat that milked his cock, spasms wringing the length of the shaft until with a last lock of his 
muscles Ale pulled him over the edge, jerking and grinding, roaring Ale’s name as he emptied inside him. 
Muscles still twitching, shocks zipping down their spines as they joined in a heated kiss, panting into each others 
mouth, Nicko easing his hips back to let his cock slip from Ale, grinning around the grumbled protest that 
flowed into his mouth. Wrapping both arms around him, Nicko lifted Ale and carried him to the bed, laying him 
down and crawling in beside him, sighing in contentment as the long, lean frame wrapped around him. 


Ale grinned, his voice heavy with satisfaction "So, are you distracted?" 


Nicko snorted, pushing sweaty curls off of Ale's forehead. "Distracted, lad? I'm so bleedin’ distracted | forgot 


what you were distracting me from 

Ale nodded, yawning, "Good! Else we'd have to do that again’ 

An evil chuckle under his ear made Ale's eyes fly open "I think | just reminded meself" 

Ale playfully smacked Nicko's stomach, closing his eyes and cuddling closer. 

Bruce sat up, drawing his legs up and resting his arms on his knees, watching Steve. "Can't sleep?" 

Steve shook his head. "I don't know what to think | cannot just forget my anger at him, yet.God, Bruce... 


Bruce slipped from the bed, padding across the floor and setting himself behind Steve on the window seat. 
"Share the blanket?" 


Steve unwrapped it from around himself, letting Bruce take it and throw it around his shoulders before moving 


closer to Steve and wrapping it around them both. Steve sighed, leaning back and closing his eyes. "Nicko was 
right about some things he said. | am angry | wasn't there and | do feel guilty." 


"You could have done nothing." 
"Somewhere in me | know that as well." 
Bruce turned his head and kissed Steve's neck, letting his lips rest against the skin. "And Kirk?" 


"What happened to him. feel for him. The pain alone.. to get through that he is much stronger than | gave 
him credit for. But then, to take another to his bed.if it were you, | would want no other. And if it were me?" 


Bruce sighed. "I would not either. But we are not Kirk. And | do not think it was so much a want as a need." 
"Aye." 


Bruce tightened his arms. "Just try not to be so angry with him. And remember what Nicko said, Edward 


would want him to be safe." 
"Aye." 


Nothing more to be said, they simply sat, wrapped in their thoughts and each other. 
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"Any sign of the transport ship?" 

Adrian shook his head. "Nay. Harry, do you think we're on the right course?" 
"Adrian, Michael's been doing this for a long time, | doubt he'd steer us wrong." 

| know, Harry, it's just with so much at stake...” 

"Sails on the horizon!" 

Steve sent a silent thank you to whoever might be listening. "Can you identify it?" 
"Nay! It's too far out. Looks like a sloop." 

"Is it the transport?" 


Steve shrugged, shielding his eyes with his hand and trying to see more than the lookout could. "Cannot tell. | 


would say so." 

Bruce pursed his lips. "Well, just in case, | say we bring down the flag and run up something a bit less obvious." 
Steve grinned. "Aye, no sense in letting them know we're here. Adrian..." 

"On it, captain." 

Bruce and Steve kept their eyes on the distant speck. 


"Ah, good, the Maiden does the same." 


Weikath and Markus watched as Andi and Dani changed their flag. "Been a long time since | have not seen the 
pumpkin at the top of the mast." 


Weikath snorted. "It will be some time before you see it again. Would be stupid to sail into harbor with it flying. 


Have it put in my cabin" 

Markus cleared his throat. "Captain Weikath, is something worrying you?" 

Weikath's ice blue eyes were, as always, unreadable. "Why do you ask?" 

"We have been together a long time, | can tell” 

| have things | am thinking, Markus." 

"Aye, | can tell. Is there anything | can do?" 

"Aye, you can bring Edward back, mend Kirk, reassure Harry and get rid of the woman" 
"She is.she..she is not.." 

"Aye Markus, she scares me as well" 

"She is doing good for Sascha | went down this morn and he was sitting up drinking broth." 
"Aye, | spoke to him last night 

"He is sorry for what he did" 

Weikath snorted. "I do not question his sincerity Markus, just his reasoning." 

"He is young." 

"Aye, and more like me than | would want to say." 

Markus grinned. "Aye, | wondered if you would see this.’ 

Weikath shot him a glare. "| see everything Markus, everything.” 

"Look, there's no nice way to say this, love. You stink" 

Sascha flushed. "That is not very nice." 

"Nice or not, you stink. And we need to do something about it. Where can | get some hot water?" 


Sascha's eyebrows shot up. "What are you going to do?" 


Catherine patted his thigh. "Just going to give you a bit of a scrub. Cor, that's quite impressive." Sascha was 
torn between embarrassment and pride when she patted his thigh again. Then her words sank in, prompting his 
eyebrows to leap toward his hair. 

"A scrub? You are going to wash me?" 

"Aye, you can't move well enough to get all the bits, so I'll do it for you." 


"What bits?" 


Catherine cocked her head, looking up at him and grinning. "All of them. Now, be a good boy and strip off those 
breeches while | get the water." 


Sascha sat unmoving, his mind hearing and processing the words, but his body remaining seated on the edge of 
the bed. He was still in the same position when she returned, grunting as she set a bucket of steaming water 
beside the bed Setting her hands on her hips she cocked an eye at him. "The breeches are still on" 


Sascha flushed. "It is, | mean, you do not have to..." 


"Bollocks. Sascha, you stink. | have to nurse you. | would much rather you didn't stink while | do it. So get the 


breeches off your arse, now" 


Catherine grabbed his wrist and tugged, Sascha obeying without thinking and getting to his feet. Catherine 
stepped back, her eyes going wide. "Cor, you are a big boy." 


Sascha grinned down at her. She barely reached his chest, her head tilted back to look up at his face. "It is not 


| am so big, it is that you are small." 


Catherine rolled her eyes. "Short maybe, but small is not something you would call me. Now, get those 
breeches off before the water gets cold" 


Sascha's hands went automatically to the laces, untying them slowly. "Why do you say that?" 
Catherine shook out a clean bedsheet. "There, you can wrap that round you for now. And say what?" 
"Not nice things." 

Catherine looked at him, puzzled. "What are you talking about?" 

"You make fun of yourself" 


Catherine blushed. "Cor, love, | just do it before someone else says it is all” 


Sascha grunted as he tried to bend to remove the breeches. Catherine touched his arm, taking the waistband 
and peeling the tight material off, trying to avoid looking directly at his crotch as his groin was exposed. 
Sascha bit back a grin, she may not have been looking directly but her eyes flicked in that direction several 
times, each glance a bit longer. He carefully lifted each leg, letting her pull the breeches over his feet, 
unhurriedly reaching for the bedsheet and wrapping it around his waist. 


Catherine rose from her crouch, her face still a bit pink. "| need a few things. Sit down before you fall." 


Sascha heard the faint muttering about "bloody big boy indeed" as she went to get the additional supplies 


needed for his scrubbing. He waited until she got several paces away before calling her name. 
"Catherine?" 
She stopped, pivoting around to look at him. "I would not say it” 


The blush this time colored her whole face. For the first time, the smile reached her eyes. Giving him a nod, 
she turned back and continued toward the cabinets on the other side of the cabin. Sascha sat back on the bed, 


feeling the smile on his face as well. 

"Sascha. It's not the first one I've seen. So drop the wrap." 
"But..." 

"Aye, that needs a good wash too! Now drop it!" 


Rolling his eyes, Sascha dropped the death grip on the edge of the wrap, letting Catherine twitch it open 
Dipping the cloth, she scrubbed the front of his thighs, humming softly to herself until she rapped the inside 
of his leg with her fingers. "Open" Sascha started to protest, sighing and spreading his thighs when she glared 
at him. 


The soft touch of the cloth on the insides of his thighs, moving higher until the back of her hand nudged his 
balls made him forget all about his back Sending his thoughts away to images of pain and suffering, he gritted 
his teeth, trying to control his body's reaction. He couldn't help the soft groan when she lifted his sac, washing 
it carefully and then slipping the cloth underneath. His forehead was covered in a light sweat by the time she 
moved her hand away, taking the other cloth and wiping away the soap, going back over all the places she had 
just thoroughly washed. 


Catherine was having to admit to getting much more enjoyment out of bathing Sascha then she ever had 
washing any wounded creature before, be it animal or human. The muscles in his chest had been enough to 
make her breath come a bit faster, but those thighs, and flanks, and..aye, well, that was next wasn't it? 


Sascha yipped, his eyes wide when her cloth covered hand closed around his cock, gently rolling back the hood 
and cleaning the head, down the shaft and back up, rolling the hood forward and then back down... 


Fingers gripping the edge of the bed, Sascha swallowed audibly. "I think it is clean" 

Catherine grinned. "Aye, and happy to be from the way it's beginning to wave at me." 

Sascha's smile was more of a grimace. "It has a mind that is its own" 

Dipping the rag to rinse him, Catherine gave him a wink. "Must be a good one in a head that size." Speechless, 
Sascha simply stared as she wiped him down, snickering when his cock jumped in her fingers. "Don't be upset, 


love, like | said, I've seen it before. Although | will say this is much more of a handful than most." 


A sputter of laughter from behind her made Catherine turn, Sascha looking over her shoulder and yelping, 
grabbing the edge of the wrap and pulling it over his lap. 


"Well, | came to see if there was anything | could help you with, but | think I'll leave you to do that part on 


your Own." 
Weikath snorted. "Aye, madam, it would seem as if our newest healer has things..ah..well in hand." 


Sascha blushed to the roots of his hair, Catherine rolling her eyes at the captain. Grimacing as he leaned 
forward, Sascha snatched the rag from Catherine's hand. "I will finish myself." 


The flash of hurt on her face gave Sascha pause, Weikath hissing softly, Ella's face quickly shifting to a frown 
"Cor, love, do it then. | think I'll take meself for a walk on deck. lf that's allowed?" 


Weikath nodded. "Just do not get too close to the rails, we do not have time to stop to fish you from the 


water.” 

Ella watched Catherine go, biting her lip. "You hurt her feelings." 

"| did not mean to." 

Weikath snorted. "She does not give the impression of having many feelings, madam." 


"She does. And | should go for her." 


Ella shook her head. "Nay, she will come back. We brought you some clean clothes, although | do not know if 
you are able to bear a shirt yet" 


"Thank you." Sascha sighed. "Catherine has covered my back well, so | should be able to stand the shirt. | need 


to tell Markus | can return to duty." 


‘Nay, you will do nothing until we reach England and only then if you are healed enough." Weikath ran appraising 


eyes over Sascha. "You like her." 
"Aye, she is funny and sweet and curses as bad as Markus." 


"Good. Come madam, let us leave him to the rest of his bathing. Sascha, | will come back later to see how you 


are. 


"Thank you captain" Sascha watched them leave before scrubbing absently at his chest. If she wasn't back by 


the time he was done and dressed, he was going looking for her and she could get as mad as she wanted. 


Catherine lost her bearings within a few moments of leaving the cabin. One wrong turn, and she was suddenly 
faced with a series of corridors and doors, none of which gave any indication of what lay beyond. And stairs - 
did she climb any last night? Descend any? She couldn't remember. Hearing voices, she followed the sound to a 
double door, opening one and stepping through, stopping short when she found herself in a large room filled 
with what she guessed were members of the Helloween's crew, relaxing by the guns by which they lived, 
hammocks strung over the cannons sitting silent behind closed ports. The voices petered out, eyes lazily looking 


her over. 

"Cor, | think | made a bad turn, | was trying to get to the deck." 

A voice from behind her made Catherine jump. "Nay, much more fun down here. Now who might you be?" 
Spinning around, Catherine flinched back from the fetid breath that washed over her face. "I'm the new healer." 
Recalling the captain's words, Catherine prayed that would make them think she was more than a simple 
prisoner. Her heart was pounding; from the moment she had been brought onboard this had been her biggest 
fear. 

"Nay, she is that loud mouth tavern server who was going to tell the guard" 

Catherine backed up, not realizing she was moving deeper into the room, the sound of scraping chairs and 
shifting bodies making her turn. "I had to watch out for meself lads, the guard would have had my head if 
they had found out your lads were there and | didn’t tell." 


Unwashed bodies, foul odors of spoiled food, rancid clothes and hair pressed in on her as several of the men 


moved closer. "So if she's a prisoner then she's fair game for all takers, right?" 


Catherine tried to push down the fear that was threatening to choke her. "Oh come on lads! What would you 


want with a round old woman like me?" 


A grime blackened hand reached around her, grabbing her breast and squeezing. "She's got some nice tits!" 
Catherine twisted away, eyes searching for a way out. 


Another hand grabbed her arse, laughter echoing into her ears, hands touching and gabbing, panic adding its 
own sour smell to the others than crashed into her senses, making her dizzy, nowhere to run, nowhere to 
hide, sobbing breaths tearing at her chest as she slapped and punched, kicked and spun, the door seeming 
further and further away, receding as her mind screamed as loud as her voice. 


A large hand, fingers digging into the tendons, suddenly closed on her wrist, jerking her against something as 
solid as a wall. Struggling, fighting, Catherine pounded her fist against the unmovable object, lashing out with 
her feet until another arm wrapped around her waist. 


"Catherine! Is Sascha!" 


The voice combined with his grunts of pain as he struggled to hold her made her stop, gasping for breath, 
eyes wild and as panicked as a frightened child's finding his. "Sa.Sascha?" 


"Aye. Come on, | have you." The men backed away as Sascha led her to the door, ushering her outside. "Wait 


here." 


Catherine leaned against the wall, shaking, crossing her arms over her chest and holding herself as he stepped 


back into the room. 


All eyes warily watched the big man, his face devoid of any expression. "If you touch her again, | will kill you.” 
To a man, none doubted the flat words. Sascha stepped back outside, closing the door and wrapping his arm 


around Catherine's shoulders. "Come, you do not belong here." 
Catherine snorted; now that it was behind her some of her spirit came trickling back. 


"Aint that the bloody truth, love." 


Sascha noticed that Catherine didn't exactly avoid him, but she wasn't her usual self, keeping the talking to a 
minimum and he would occasionally catch a flash of worry cross her face. Even when tending his back, she 
was as gentle as she had been every other time, but her usual distracting comments were reduced to simple 
inquiries about pain, his comfort and healing. By the time the sun was going down, he was nearly frantic from 
trying to get her to talk to him about what was wrong, sensing it was more than the fright she had earlier. 


Catherine had arranged their supper on a small table she had dragged over to sit in front of his bed, pulling up 
a chair for herself and serving him before sitting down opposite, keeping her mouth full of food to curtail the 


conversation Frustrated with his thwarted attempts, Sascha just sat and chewed, startled from his brooding 
when she spoke. 


"How did you decide to be a pirate?" 
"| did not decide to be one, it was the only thing | could do." 
Catherine tipped her head to the side. "Why?" 


Sascha shrugged. "I killed a man and they were going to hang me. So | was hiding and | met Captain Weikath and 
he offered me a place on the Helloween" 


"Why did you kill him?" 

"He was trying to steal from me. He thought because | was drinking too much, | was stupid" 

"Cor, love, why didn't you just hand him over to the guards?" 

"He was a guard." Sascha sighed. "He had come to my room with me and he thought | was sleeping and he tried 


to take my purse. So | grabbed him and after | hit him he told me | would go to prison for striking him. He 
made me angry. | had done nothing wrong, so | hit him three, maybe four times and when he fell he broke his 


neck. 
"They might have believed you." 


‘Nay, they would not. So | left, and left him in my room. And they decided | broke his neck and said | would 
hang." 


"So then you met Captain Weikath?" 


"Aye, he was in port to unload some spices the Helloween had gotten from a merchant ship and he saw me. He 


thought | would make a good crewman so he offered me to come on the Helloween and here | am" 
"What about your family?" 

"| do not know, | have not seen them for a very long time" 

"But you do have a family?" 

"Aye, mother, father, four brothers and two sisters" 


"Poor woman. Are you all that big?" 


"Nay, | am the biggest. My brother is only a little shorter than | am." Sascha grinned at her. "Now, what of 


you?" 

"Ah, l'm more of a boring sort. Born on a farm, lots of animals and people. Mother, father, five brothers and 
three sisters. A motley assortment indeed. Cows, chickens, pigs and children. No wonder me poor mother was 
always tired" 


"That is where you learned to take care of things." 


"Aye, with my mother almost always ill, it was my task to take care of the little ones and to help around the 


farm" 
"Is this why you did not marry?" 


Catherine flushed. "You would have to see the rest of me family. The girls are beautiful, the boys handsome. 
And then there is me" 


"Why did you leave?" 

Catherine snorted. "I fell in love. Thing was, he didn't. Followed him to Grand Canaria and found he had no 
intention of marrying me. Slept in my bed, had all the good things that go with being wed but never bothered 
to actually do it. Then one day something younger, prettier and smaller crooked a finger at him and he went 
running. Told me to leave, nice to have met you now get out.” 

"He is a fool." 

Catherine's laughter made Sascha smile. "Love, you're a treat. And thank you, but you didn't see her." 

Sascha frowned. "It is not all what you see, Catherine. What is beautiful on the outside can be rotten on the 
inside. It is better to have nice on the outside and beautiful inside. The outside will change, but the inside does 


not." 


Sascha nearly choked at the exaggerated roll of her eyes. "Cor, you lay it on much thicker love, I'm going to 


have to dig me way out" 
"Are you frightened?" 


Catherine froze with a bite of food halfway to her mouth. Setting the fork down, she hoped he hadn't noticed 
the trembling in her hand. "Of what?" 


"| do not know. Is why | asked." 


"What would | have to be frightened of? I'm in the middle of the bloody ocean on a pirate ship heading for a 


place | swore I'd never go back to. The captain doesn't like me and wants me off his bloody ship alive or dead, 
the crew would have me spread on that bloody table down there if you hadn't shown up and l'm just waiting to 
die! The only fucking surprise is going to be how!" Catherine's voice had risen, the trembling now running 
through her body, her reaction as much to the fear of what had nearly happened earlier as it was to the 
constant worries that had plagued her since she'd been brought on the ship. 

Catherine jumped up from the table, barely making it a step before Sascha's hand shot out and grabbed her 
wrist. "Catherine, you are not going to die! Why do you think this?" Pushing the table out of the way -- a 
great deal easier for him than it had been for her, Catherine noticed -- Sascha gently pulled her to stand in 
front of him. Taking her other wrist, he spread his legs, tugging her forward to stand between his thighs. 
"Sascha, look, | thought if | could get you to like me then you'd look after me, but... 

‘| do like you." 


Catherine snorted. "I get the feeling you like everyone, love." 


Sascha cocked his head to the side. "Nay, | do not. If you asked, most on the ship would tell you | am not very 
likable. There are many that are frightened of me." 


"Why? Because you're big?" 

"Nay, because | am cold when | fight! 

Catherine shivered. "You've killed a lot of men?" 

"A few" 

"Does it bother you" 

"Nay, they would have killed me if they could. But | will not hurt you. And | will not let anyone else hurt you 


Catherine shook her head sadly, shifting her eyes to look away from the sincerity in his face. "There's 
different kinds of hurt, Sascha." 


Catherine shivered as she felt Sascha's thumbs begin stroking her wrists. 
"In no way." 
"Don't give me a vow you can't keep, love. I've heard enough of those." 


Sascha's legs closed against her thighs. "I would not." One hand released her wrist, sliding up her arm and over 


her shoulder, slipping under her hair and cupping the back of her neck. Sascha lifted his head, pulling her down 


just enough to brush his lips against hers. "| would not." 


"Don't!" Catherine wrenched away, turning her back and stalking to the other side of the cabin Sascha pushed 
to his feet, coming up behind her and placing his hands on her shoulders. 


If you do not want me to, | will not do that again. | did not mean to upset you." 


Catherine spun around, grey eyes darkened with anger, and much to Sascha's surprise shimmering with tears. 


"You bastard!" 
Sascha stepped back, confused by her anger. "What is wrong?" 


‘lm not some paid trollop! Nor am | some stupid farm girl who thinks a pretty man's words mean anything 
except what gets him what he wants! And that is usually nothing more than a wet, warm place to stick his 
cock! Then off in the morning, a good laugh with his mates over the nice thing he did by making the ugly fat 


one feel better!" 
"Catherine, | am not..." 


Finger poking his chest, Catherine backed him up. "Right! Pretty boy like you and you can't keep your hands off 
me? And you think I'll believe its anything other than your cock liked me washing it today? If you want to fuck 


me, love, just say it, but leave the pretty words and promises out of it!" 


Strong fingers bit into her shoulders, the breath nearly knocked from her as she was hauled forward, crashing 
against the hard length of Sascha's body. As much as she knew it pained his back, he bent to her, hands sliding 
up to hold her head as his mouth covered hers, his lips firm but not demanding, moving softly, his tongue 


brushing her lips and asking for acceptance. 


Catherine's hands pressed against Sascha's chest, feeling the play of muscles under the skin as her lips parted, 
the first sweep of his tongue into her mouth making her curl her fingers, digging her nails into the skin, feeling 
the steady beat of his heart as his arms slipped around her, his tongue exploring and stroking every place it 
could reach before rubbing over hers and drawing back. Without thinking, she let hers chase it into his mouth, 
tasting the groan that he breathed into her. 


Darkened eyes smoldered down into hers when Sascha raised his head, his hands stroking her back. Catherine 
couldn't speak, her mouth still full of the taste of him, her hands feeling the increased rate of his heart, the 
deepened breathing. 

| do not say what | do not mean" 


Catherine nodded, her expression still faintly disbelieving. "I'll remember that, love." 


A cough from behind them made Sascha roll his eyes, lifting his head to glare at the interruption. Catherine 


turned enough to look over her shoulder, snorting at the startled expression on the two men's faces. 
Andi leaned comfortably against Markus’ shoulder. "Did we come at a bad time?" 


Guided by the stars, the two ships sailed into the night, tentative bonds forming, old ones providing comfort in 
a mix of uncertainty and fear. 


Michael stared into the darkness until Ella's hands drew him down to a soft pillow of breasts, stroking his hair 
and soothing him until his body gave in to the exhaustion and he slept. 


Curled together, Markus and Andi giggled over their friend's blushing face, a different side to him than they 


knew. 


Catherine and Sascha watched each other from their own beds; bidding each other a quiet good night they 


closed their eyes, both wondering how the other would feel come morn. 


Nicko brooded in the dark, fingers absently smoothing errant curls from Ale's forehead until sleep dragged him 
down. 


Bruce and Steve lay without speaking, fingers linked, foreheads touching, taking comfort in each other, knowing 
as long as they were together there was nothing they couldn't face. 


And in another cabin, slim golden fingers stroked a kitten's soft fur, a mind churning with fear and anger, 
unsure and scared of what the night would bring. Like the others he sought comfort as well, finding it in the 
strong spirit that he sipped through the night, trying to dull the very edges of his misery. 


Eight 
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"Captain Dickinson! Signal from the Helloween She wants us to drop anchor." 
"What? If we stop the transport is liable to get ahead of us again!" 

Janick shrugged. "Don't know, sir. Maybe there's a problem with the ship." 

Bruce threw up his hands. "Fine! Full stop!" 

"What's going on?" 

"| don't know, Michael signaled he wants us to stop." 

Steve swore loudly. "Why?" 

"| don't know, but it must be something, he wouldn't slow us down for no reason" 
"Aye, but fuck!" 


"Well, one way to find out" Bruce raised his voice to be heard over the shouting of the crew. "Janick! Bring the 


Maiden beside her and lay the planks!" 
Steve snorted. "Bit of a show off in you, Captain Dickinson?" 


"Keeps them in practice, Mr. Harris. And the only show off who is ever in me is you," Bruce snickered As 


always, a comment like that made Steve flush. 

"With everything going on seems like its been a while since | have." 

Now it was Bruce's turn to blush, dropping his head to hide the worst of it. "Remind me of that tonight.” 
"Aye, | will. Now lets find out what's going on" 


"Fix it quick, we do not have time to waste." 


Weikath left the hold, still frowning. Stepping out onto the deck, he rolled his eyes at the sight of the Maiden, 
nestled so close to the Helloween he could clearly see the smug grin on Bruce's face as he slid the thick planks 
over to link the ships. Andi and Dani were waiting to secure them in place, bowing when Bruce and Steve 
stepped carefully across. 

"One day you will do that and be so close | will find you in my lap, Bruce." 

"Keeps the crew in practice, Michael. What's wrong?" 

Weikath shook his head. "Is odd. We have a small leak that Markus swears was not there yesterday. And you 
know he is such a mother to her that he looks her over every day. It should take little time to fix, but at 
speed the water was coming in so we could not repair while under sail." 


"Well, it gives us a chance to decide a few things." 


Weikath nodded. "Aye. Bruce, it has been years since | was in Portsmouth, so you are probably the best one to 


know where we will need to go." 

‘Isn't Ale from there?" 

Bruce snapped his fingers. "He is. So he would know more than |." 

"Good. Let me get Markus and we will join you on the Maiden and see what he can tell us." 
"Michael, how is Sascha?" 

Weikath's eyebrows rose. "He is doing well, Harry." 

Bruce's hand brushed Steve's. "Why don't you go see him?" 

"Aye, I'll meet you back on the Maiden" 


Weikath and Bruce watched him head for the doors that led to the cabins. Weikath nudged Bruce, grinning. 
"Harry!" Steve turned back, his look questioning. "Be careful of the woman!" 


A tense smile flitted over his face before he turned back and continued on his way. Bruce sighed. "Now, if he 
would just feel the same empathy for Kirk" 


"He is still angry with him?" 


"Aye, he is." 


"| will speak to him." 
Bruce grinned. "I know, that's why | told you." 


Steve entered the healer's cabin, giving a curt nod to Jorn. The healer nodded back, slipping away from the well 


remembered temper of the Maidens first mate, disappearing into the corridor with a mumble. 

Steve shuddered. "Creepy bastard." 

"He is." 

Steve walked to where Sascha was sitting, both men eyeing each other warily. "Sascha." 

"Harry" 

"How are you?" 

Sascha snorted. "| am fine. And how are you?" 

Steve winced at the sarcasm in Sascha's tone. "I know you are not fine, | am asking how is the pain?" 
"It is there." 

Steve rubbed a hand over his forehead, sighing. "Look, Sascha, | came to apologize, for what it's worth." 
"Very kind of you." 

"Look, you aren't making this any bloody easier!" 


Sascha's eyes narrowed. "And why should |? You did not look for punishment when you picked up the lash, you 
looked for satisfaction for a wrong you took to yourself when it had nothing to do with you." 


Steve shook his head. "I am not saying you are wrong in that. What | did was take my anger at someone else 
and use it on you and for that | was wrong. But you are not without blame in this, if you had simply followed 
Michael's orders none of this would have happened!" 


Sascha staggered to his feet, glaring down at Steve with fire in his eyes. 
"You are wrong! It would have happened! This is not about me, or you. This is about Kirk! And if | had not been 


there then it would have been someone else, maybe Uli or Markus or Andi. Or any one of the crew! It was not 


about Kirk wanting me, it was about pain and hurt and fear and needing not to feel it. Are you not 


understanding this on purpose?" 


"Bollocks! For fuck's sake Sascha, from the minute Kirk was found you were on him! Which is why Michael told 


you to be carefull" 


"Aye, | was ‘on him’ as you say! You did not see him! You did not see the pain and the fear! You did not see 
dead eyes that stared right past your own! You did not feel the way he shook in terror, but so needed to feel 


sate that he would cling even as he cringed!" 


Steve hissed, turning his head, eyes shut as his mind wrapped around the image Sascha was painting with his 


words. "Nay, | was not" 


"When | carried him from that..that..shp, | made a promise to him and to me that | would not let anything or 
anyone else hurt him! Have you never held someone in your arms that you knew was wounded to the very 


core of their being and the only thing that held them from letting go of their mind was you?" 
"What the fuck is going on here?" 


Steve spun around, taking a step back as furious grey eyes raked over him. "And who the bloody hell are you? 
And how dare you bring your arse in here and upset my patient! Nay, | don't care who you are! Out!" Hands 
flapping wildly, Catherine bore down on Steve, almost growling in temper. "Out! Get out!" 


"Who the fu..2" Steve stumbled back, crashing into a bed, tables, chair, everything in his path as he scrambled 
for the door. 


"Who the fuck am I? Your worst bloody nightmare if you do not get out and leave him alone! Come into a sick 


man's room and attack him in his bed!" 
"| did not attack..!" 


"Out! Get out! How am | expected to heal him when he is so angry | cannot get him to even sit for me to 


treat! Get out!" 

Steve stumbled out the door, jumping when it slammed in his face. 

Catherine spun around, still muttering, stomping back to where Sascha had fallen over onto his side, laughing so 
hard he was groaning as the spasms jarred his back Unable to help the chuckle that the sight of him brought 
out, Catherine stopped in front of him and put her hands on her hips. "Right, love, who was that and what the 
hell was going on?" 


Sascha pushed himself up, wiping his eyes. "That was the second most feared pirate on the seas." 


Catherine snorted and rolled her eyes. "Didn't look very frightening to me." 


Sascha caught her hand and drew her to stand between his thighs. "I would like to see how he looks now. | do 


not think he is used to having a woman make him run" 
"Well if he's going to come round here and cause trouble, he'd better get used to it, love." 


Michael, Markus and Bruce looked up, all conversation stopping when Steve burst into the cabin. "Who the fuck 


is that woman?" 


Michael and Markus exchanged glances, both bursting into laughter. Bruce frowned for a moment and then 


started snickering. "The woman Nicko brought back?" 

Markus managed to nod, "Aye, and she is..." 

"She scares Markus as well, Harry." 

"She damn near chased me out of the cabin! Hell, she did chase me out!" 

Weikath snorted. "You are lucky she did not kick you." 

Steve threw himself down into the chair next to Bruce. "She's got spirit. And a bloody mouth on her!" 
Weikath nodded. "Aye, she does." 


A knock on the door heralded the arrival of Ale, the lad looking a bit flustered for having been summoned. "You 


wanted to see me, Captain Dickinson?" 

"Aye, Ale. You hail from Portsmouth?" 

Ale nodded. "Aye." 

"That is where we'll be landing, so we need to ask you about a few things.” 
Ale frowned. "Begging your pardon, but should Kirk not be here?" 


Steve opened his mouth, shutting it with a snap when Weikath glared at him. "Aye, | agree. Will you fetch him, 
Ale?" 


"Aye, Captain Weikath." Ale left the cabin, missing the black look on Steve's face. 


"Harry. Do not look like that. It is time you let things rest" 


Steve didn't answer, simply turning his head. 


Ale rapped softly on the cabin door, pushing it open and poking his head round. "Kirk?" Seeing the figure curled 
up on the bed, Ale stepped inside. "Kirk?" The figure still didn't move, Ale's heart beating a little faster as he 

took in the several untouched trays of food on the table. The strong smell of rum filled the cabin, underlying 

odors of sweat, the uneaten food and another darker smell. Ale licked his lips, taking another hesitant step 


toward the bed. 


Large golden eyes peered over Kirk's hip at him, the kitten yawning and stretching before jumping lightly to 
perch on Kirk's thigh, raising a paw at Ale. "Hello, Weena" Kirk's bastardized version of Edward's name always 
made Ale grin, Edward had grumbled and fussed but under it all you could tell he was quite pleased that Kirk 


had used his name for the kitten. "Is he awake?" 


Weena meowed softly, raising her paw again, looking as if she was beckoning Ale closer. His concern now 
reaching the level of panic, Ale forced himself next to the bed, reaching out a hand he was surprised to see 
trembling, afraid that the shoulder he was reaching for would not be soft and warm, but instead cold and rigid. 


"Kirk?" Ale breathed a sigh of relief when his fingers brushed Kirk's arm, the skin pliant and alive. Taking Kirk's 
shoulder, he gently turned him onto his back, crying out when he saw the slack face, the sparse growth of 
hair on Kirk's cheeks and neck, a puddle of vomit next to where his head had been laying. "Kirk!" 


Without even thinking, Ale ran from the cabin, calling Captain Weikath's name. 


In the captain's quarters, Weikath jumped to his feet, hearing the desperation in Ale's call, the two nearly 
colliding when Ale charged inside. "Captain Weikath, come quick! It's Kirk... 


Weikath pushed past, Markus on his heels, both running for the door. Bruce and Steve jumped up as well, both 
stopping when they found themselves confronted by an enraged Ale. "Nay!" Ale's eyes bored into Steve. "Not 


youl You stay away from him! He cannot suffer through more of your hate!" 
Bruce reached for Ale's arm. "Ale, calm down..." 


Ale yanked away from his hand. "I will not! | am sorry Captain Dickinson but it is your fault too! And mine! | 
knew how much he hurt and | didn't say anything because Nicko told me it was not my place! But he is my 
friend and even if it is not | will say it! Ale's eyes shifted back to Steve. "He loves Edward. And so do you, or 
so you claim! And he is dying! Do you not see he is dying? A bit at a time, and now he is trying to hurry it 


along by drinking himself into unconsciousness!" 


Bruce swore, making a move for the door. Ale rounded on him again. "Now you are concerned? Now you worry? 
Is it because you care about him or because you do not want to have to explain to Edward that Kirk died 


under your care?" 

Bruce froze in place, Steve's hiss of anger stopping him as effectively as Ale's words. 

"Do not attack him, Ale. You are on his ship, you will show him respect!" 

"Oh aye, as you show respect? You appoint yourself as Kirk's guardian so that you can see what he is doing, 
then you ignore his needs? Or is that why you wanted him here? So you could get your satisfaction from his 
death as you nearly caused Sascha's?" 

Steve's face blanched, Bruce reaching out and grabbing his arm as he staggered back. "Nay, Ale, |..." 

"Do not tell me more lies." Ale shook his head, his eyes sad, his gaze moving back and forth between Steve and 
Bruce. "I do not understand. Maybe | am a bad pirate. But if being a good one means that | must behave like 
you, then | think | would rather be bad." 

Leaving them both openmouthed and reeling, Ale left, hurrying back to be with Kirk. 

"He is breathing?" 

"Aye, Markus, but not very well" Weikath shook his head. "I do not like to do this but.Kirkl" 

Markus winced when Weikath's hand connected with Kirk's cheek. There was no response except for Weikath's 
loud curse. Another slap, this one harder, leaving a reddened mark on Kirk's cheek. "Damn fuck! Markus, bring 


water." 


Markus' eyes searched the room, lighting on a pitcher and basin. He hurried to the table, picking up the pitcher 
and groaning, "It is bad." 


"Does not surprise me. Find fresh." Markus started for the door. "And coffee Markus, a good bit." 
Markus nearly collided with Adrian in the corridor. "What's all the shouting?" 

Markus thrust the pitcher into Adrian's hands. "Is Kirk Water and coffee, Adrian" 

"Is he..2" 

Markus shook his head. "Nay, he is not" 


Adrian sighed. "Right, be back as quick as | can" Markus watched him jog away before going back into the 


cabin. 


Weikath had Kirk sitting up, the smaller man leaned over his arm. "Kirk, you must wake up. | know it is good 
there but you cannot stay. You need to be ready to help us get Edward. Wake up, Kirk. It does not hurt where 


you are, but it will hurt Edward even more if you do not come back." 
Markus held out a hand at Ale when he came back in the cabin. Ale stopped, biting his lip as he listened. 


"Kirk, stop this. | cannot help you if you are not here. And | do not want to tell Edward that you left him 
because you thought no one understood or cared. He will bellow and growl and wave his arms and you know | 


tell him not to do that. Come on Kirk, wake up." 


A soft groan behind them made Markus and Ale glance over their shoulders to find Bruce and Steve. Weikath's 


voice was becoming more and more desperate, his emotions making it deepen. 


"Kirk, wake up. Who will take care of Edward if you leave? And you know he will need care, he has been without 
your fussing for a long time now and he will have missed it. Come on Kirk, open your eyes. | will not let 


anything more happen. You will come back with me and Ella until Edward comes home. But first you must wake 


up. 


Adrian touched Steve's shoulder, thrusting the pitcher at Markus. Nicko bowled his way through, stopping 
beside Ale, a jug of coffee in his hand, his face pale and drawn. Markus took the jug and nodded his thanks, 
setting both on the table, the cabin still silent except for Weikath's voice and the worried mews of the kitten 
that had climbed into Kirk's lap. 


"Markus, dip a cloth and give it to me." Markus found a clean cloth and poured some of the water into the 
basin, wetting the cloth and wringing it out before passing it to his captain. Weikath wiped Kirk's face, the first 
touch of the cold cloth making the smaller man move his head, only the slightest bit but to the watchers it 
was as much a relief as if he had leapt from the bed. "Ah, | know it is cold But it will feel better for you." 


Weikath tipped his head back, staring up at the ceiling for a moment, the raw emotion in his face making Ale 
turn to Nicko, burying his face in his shoulder. Nicko took him into his arms, soothing him with quiet sounds. 
Steve dropped his head, crossing his arms over himself, leaning against Bruce. Bruce stepped back, drawing 


Steve to stand in front of him and wrapping his arms around, forcing his fingers between Steve's and gripping 


them tightly. 


"Kirk. | am begging. | will get on my knees if | must. Do not do this. | cannot bear the thought of losing again to 
this kind of grief and despair. And | cannot bear the thought of the pain it will cause Edward. Please. Wake up." 


Weikath held the cloth out, Markus dipping it again. "Do not take as much water this time." Markus nodded, the 
cloth still dripping as he handed it back. 


This time Kirk jumped when the cloth touched his face. "Ah, good! Come on, you are almost here. Please, Kirk, 


open your eyes." 


Weikath felt him shudder, a much deeper breath than he had been passing was taken in, Kirk's eyelids 


fluttering before slowly opening. Large, unfocused black eyes stared up into ice blue. 
"Do not tell Ella but | think | have never seen prettier eyes." 

Kirk blinked, frowning. "Michael?" 

"Aye, is Michael." 


The pain crashed back into Kirk's eyes, drawing a sob from his chest. Michael wrapped him in his arms, holding 
his head against his shoulder. "Is good, is alright.” Weikath turned his head, catching Markus’ eye and inclining 
his head toward the door. Markus turned and gently herded everyone out of the cabin, stepping out himself 
and pulling the door closed. Crossing his arms over his chest, he planted his feet and narrowed his eyes, daring 


anyone to try to pass. 


Bruce watched him; Steve's face was still pale, his forehead creased as he stared out the window. He had not 
spoken a word since they came back to the cabin, not even acknowledging Adrian when he had brought news 
that the Helloween was ready to set sail again Unsure of what to say, Bruce stayed quiet, feeling the palpable 


waves of confusion and fear coming from Steve. 
"What have | done? God, am | that selfish to not have realized the consequences of my actions?" 
"It is not being selfish, you felt betrayed." 


"But where is my right in that? Ale. Ale, Bruce. Sweet, gentle Ale stands before me and tells me what a 


bastard | am." 
"Not just you." 


"Nay, you did not interfere in any of this because of me. Even though it went against your own feelings." When 


Bruce didn't answer, Steve nodded. "You cannot deny that" 

"Bruce." 

Steve flinched at the coldness of Weikath's voice "You may stay, or go, but | am going to have my say. This is 
your ship, but right now | do not care. And even if when | am done, and | leave the Maiden with Markus and 
Kirk - do not doubt for a moment he will come with me - | leave her for the last time as well as my 


friendships with you both, | will have my say." 


Bruce felt a flash of anger at Weikath's words. "Now see here, Michael." 


"Nay, you see here, Bruce! You have a choice. Stay and listen and do not open your mouth or leave." 
"Bruce." Steve's voice was strained. "Let him speak." 


"So kind of you, Harry. Sit or stand, | care not. But | am not going to listen to excuses or anything to make you 


feel better." 
Steve nodded, the muscle in his jaw working furiously. 


"Do you know that Ale could well have found him dead? If he had not been on his side he would have choked on 
his own waste? That he had so much rum that it could have poisoned him? Do you understand this? And that 
is what he wants. He wants to die." Weikath sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. "He said he is sorry for 


making us worry. He said he is sorry for making trouble. He said he is sorry for making you hate him." 

"| don't..." 

Weikath picked up the chair from in front of him, slamming the legs back to the floor. "Shut up! Just shut up!" 
So angry he was shaking, Weikath came round the table, pointing a finger in Steve's face. Bruce started 
forward to step between them. "You have said more than enough! And you, listen or leave!" Bruce stopped in 
his tracks. "It may not be a concern for you what will happen when Edward comes back, but it is for me! And 
for him to come back and no Kirk, | will not let it happen! And to have to tell him that the men who he trusts 
with his life and - even more precious to him - Kirk's did nothing to stop it | will not have!" 


Breathing heavily, Weikath bent closer, his breath washing over Steve's face. 


"You will stop. If you do not speak another word to him that is fine. But if you do it will be with compassion 


and caring. | will not have him end his life. | will not let it happen again" 


Steve dropped his head, unable to meet Michael's eyes. A long finger lifted his chin, Michael's voice now much 


softer. 

"You are not an uncaring man. If anything, you care for those you love too much. And aye, is pot telling kettle. 
| do not want to see you live your life as | do, Harry. Wondering what and if every moment of every day. If 
something said, or not said, would make a difference. It is not a fun way to be." 

Steve bit his lip, feeling a stinging in his eyes. 

"Aye, Michael.” 


Weikath nodded. "Good. Now, | am taking Kirk with me. And there is no choice." 


"Will you give me a moment to speak with him?" 


Weikath crossed his arms, tipping his head to the side and studying Steve. "Markus and | will be there. One 
thing said that is wrong and | will have Markus take you out by force." 


Steve nodded. "Aye, | agree." Steve turned to Bruce. "Come with me?" 
Bruce nodded. "Of course." 
Steve reached out, linking his fingers with Bruce's, the two following Weikath from the cabin. 


The three of them entered Kirk's cabin, stopping and watching as Weena climbed up Markus’ chest, chasing his 
curls every time he shook his head. Kirk looked better, still pale under the golden skin and very drawn, but 
with the bedclothes changed and freshly scrubbed and dressed he looked much more alive. The sight of Steve 
made him cut off in mid giggle. 


Dropping his eyes, he sat quietly as if waiting for the first verbal lash. Bruce squeezed Steve's hand before 
letting it go and crossing to sit on the bed next to him. Draping his arm over Kirk's shoulder, Bruce hugged 
him gently. "Don't ever do that again" 


Kirk nodded, leaning briefly against him. "I'm sorry." 


"Nay, you have no reason to be. Bloody hell, 'm the one who should be saying that. | was so blind that.." Bruce 
sighed. "Just, don't do that again." 


Kirk's fingers twisted nervously in his lap. "I won't" Bruce hugged him again before getting up and moving to 
stand next to Weikath. 


Kirk glanced up from under his black fringe. Steve sighed, going to take the seat Bruce had just vacated, 
turning his head when Kirk flinched as their shoulders brushed. Both men sat with heads down, Kirk's fingers 
still doing a frantic dance until Steve's hand covered them, gripping them carefully. Kirk froze, the trembling in 
his body become stronger, Markus tensing as he watched. 


"To come to this cabin and see you as you were.. it frightened and hurt me far more than | would have 
thought. Not for myself, but for what | had done.” Steve frowned, shaking his head. "It is hard to say. | do not 


hate you. And my anger at you is misplaced, as is my reasoning for it.” 


A tentative turn of Kirk's hand under his and slim, golden fingers curved round to hold Steve's hand. Steve 
tightened his own around Kirk's. 


"I know your feelings for Edward. And his for you. If not for you and the changes you wrought in him, the rift 


between us may never have been breached. And | know he would expect me to be sure you thrived while he 


was gone. Or at least as much as you could. And | have let not only him down, but myself and you as well. So | 
ask you to forgive me. And if we can try to put this, not behind us, but at least make it a new place to go 


forward from." 


The silence was so deafening that the sound of Weena purring echoed in the cabin. Fingers tightened on Steve's, 
Kirk's head lifting. "If you will forgive me." 


Steve turned to look at him. “There is nothing to forgive. | just did not see that. You wronged me in no way." 
Kirk nodded. "Aye, | did. So we forgive each other?" 

Steve nodded. "Aye." 

Kirk smiled. "Thank you, Harry." 

Steve shook his head. "For what?" 

Kirk leaned over and kissed his cheek. "For caring enough about Edward to hate me." 

Steve grinned. "You are welcome." 

Bruce and Markus’ jaws dropped when Steve turned his body enough to wrap his arms around Kirk, drawing a 


squeak of surprise as Kirk hugged him back. Weikath nodded when Steve's next words carried through the 
cabin. "Now, let's go get Edward." 


Nine 


Author's Notes: 
And we continue on.. 


Bruce and Steve watched as Michael and Markus crossed back to the Helloween, Kirk carefully balanced in 
Markus’ arms despite his protests that he could walk 


"Captain Dickinson? Mr. Harry?" They both turned to find Ale standing behind them with a very irritated looking 


Nicko there as well 
"Aye, Ale?" 

Ale shot a look at Nicko that showed plainly this was under protest. "I came to apologize... 
Bruce held up his hand. 'Nay, no need" 


Steve shook his head. "Bruce is right, Ale. What you said made sense, and it's good for you to look after your 
friends like that." Steve sighed. "If no one has need of me | think l'm going to go to the cabin for a bit." 


The three men watched him go, Bruce shaking his head. "He's had a lot of hard truth today." 

Ale flushed. "| should not have yelled at him, or you." 

Bruce clapped him on the back. "Aye, Ale, and anytime you think we need it, do it again. And if Nicko tells you 
not to, just do it when he's not around" Nicko rolled his eyes, snorted when Bruce winked at Ale. "Now, | think 


l'm going to check on Steve." Bruce left them, stopping to have a word with Adrian before heading to his and 


Steve's quarters. 


"Take him to the healer." 
"Really, Michael, l'm fine." Kirk's protests fell on deaf ears. 
"Aye, you are fine. Humor me, Kirk." 


"Kirk!" Ella practically climbed Markus trying to get high enough to hug him. Markus rolled his eyes and bent 
down, staggering a bit as Ella's weight was added to Kirk's. 


"Madam, are you trying to put all of you on the ground?" Laughing, Weikath steadied the swaying mass. 
Ella stepped back, eyes shining. "I am so glad you're back! But, to be frank, you look awful." 
Kirk blushed. "Aye, well, | had a bit too much rum." 


"Aye, he did, and | want him to be looked after so let Markus take him to the healer, madam. You can squeal 
and giggle later." 


Ella smacked his arm, laughing when he grumbled. Wrapping her arms around Michael's waist she sighed happily 
as she watched Markus carry Kirk away. Her eyes widened. "Oh Michael, what of Sascha?" 


"What of him? They need to know each other are fine." 
"Aye, but, putting them together?" 


Weikath shrugged. "Is no matter." Gently disengaging Ella's arms, Weikath strolled off, his words drifting back 
over his shoulder. "And since Markus and Andi saw what they did..." 


Ella trotted after him. "What?" 

"Nothing... 

"Michael! Tell me!" 

"Nothing, madam..." 

"Michael Weikath!" 

"Oh, was just a kiss... 

Ella stopped cold. "A what?" 

"A kiss...” 

Ella shook her head. "Michael! Who was kissing whom?" 
"Was Sascha.and Catherine..." 

Ella swore loudly. "Get back here!" Chasing him across the deck, Ella grabbed his arm. "Tell me more!" 


Michael rolled his eyes. "Was just a kiss!" 


"Michael!" 
Weikath grinned, never slowing his pace. 


Bruce was surprised to find Steve stretched out on the bed when he returned to the cabin. "I thought I'd find 
you staring out the window, deep in thought." 


"Nay, there really isn’t much to think about" 

Bruce sat on the bed beside him, running his fingers over Steve's chest. "Your heart wasn't wrong for caring" 
"Aye, but was it caring? Or am I just that selfish?" 

"You are not selfish’ 

Steve's laugh was bitter. "Aye, Bruce, | am" 


Bruce turned himself on the bed, laying down beside Steve and resting his head on his chest, closing his eyes 
and listening to the steady beat of his heart. "Only in the same ways we all are." 


Steve slid his arm around Bruce's shoulders. "That may be, but right now it doesn't make me feel any better 


about my behavior. God Bruce, if Kirk had died.Michael's right, how could | have lived with myself?" 
Bruce lifted his head. "Stop punishing yourself" 


Steve snorted. "l'm not sure | shouldn't be. What | did was not much different than Sascha, but instead of 


providing comfort | provided pain." 

Bruce was quiet for a moment. "Would it make you feel better to be punished?" 
Steve cocked an eye at him. "Why?" 

Bruce grinned. "Answer me. Would it?" 

Steve shrugged. "| don't know." 

Bruce jumped to his feet. "Strip." Steve sat up as he headed for the cabin door. 
"What?" 


Bruce stopped halfway out the door. "Strip!" 


Steve shook his head as the door shut behind him. "Bloody git." Sighing, he got off the bed and began 
undressing. Either way, the fact he would be naked showed promise. 


When Bruce stuck his head back in the cabin, Steve was stretched out on the bed, hand teasing his half hard 


cock. Bruce snickered. "Couldn't wait for me?" 


"Took too bloody long. Steve pushed himself up on his elbows, eyeing the leer on Bruce's face. "What are you 
up to?" 


Bruce winked. "Do you trust me?" 
"OF course. 

Bruce bit his lip. "Really trust me?" 
Steve sat up. "Aye, you know | do" 


Bruce grinned. "Then get up, move those charts out of the way and bend over that table. Longways, and let 


your arms hang down next to the legs." 
Steve snorted. "Not sure | trust you that bloody far." 
Bruce's face fell. "Right, well if you don't want to..." 


Steve rolled his eyes. “Cor, I'm going to be sorry for this" Getting up, he went to the desk, still eyeing Bruce. 


"Are you coming back in?" 
Bruce nodded. "As soon as you're in place and close your eyes." 


Steve muttered, but moved the charts, clearing a space for his body. Bruce's grin got wider. "Make sure you 
don't trap anything important under you." Steve stopped and stared at him for a moment, finally throwing his 
hands in the air and arranging himself over the small table, hands hanging on either side. 


"Right?" 


Bruce nodded. "Right. Now close your eyes and keep them closed. And if you want to stop at any time, just say 


So. 


"I think | should say so now." Steve sighed, waiting, his upper body resting on the wood. He started when the 
rough fibers of a rope wrapped around his wrist, giving a slight tug and finding it was tied to the leg, 


stretching his arm out but not far enough to put pressure on his shoulder. 


"You alright?" 

Steve nodded, feeling his heart beat a bit harder when his other wrist was tied. 

“Still alright?" 

"Aye." 

Bruce bit his lip, going to one knee and tying Steve's leq, rising and making sure he showed no sign of panic 
before going to his other side and tying that one as well. Stepping back, Bruce groaned. "I wish you could see 
how you look" 

Steve opened his eyes. "Well, even more I'd like to see how you look" 

Bruce nodded. "Aye, | can't say I'm against the plan." Unwrapping his sash, Bruce licked his lips. "I want." 

Steve nodded, his eyes already blackening with lust. "Aye, | trust you." Bruce's hands were shaking as he 
wrapped the sash around Steve's head, blindfolding him. Everything in place, Bruce stepped back, quickly ridding 
himself of boots, stockings and shirt. Picking up the cat o'nine, he moved behind Steve. 

Steve arched up from the table at the first soft slap against his arse. ‘What the fuck..!" 

Bruce stepped closer, rubbing his hand over the spot he had just struck. "Trust me." 

Steve lowered his head, groaning, his body breaking out in a light sweat as he waited for the next blow. 

The next soft slap hit his thighs, Steve jerking against his bonds, waiting for the next until he shifted and 
groaned, Bruce biting his lip and waiting until Steve swore. Another slap, this time directly on his arse, Steve' 
back arching as he cried out, his cock now fully hard. Bruce set his feet and began lashing a bit harder, 
several quick slaps then pausing until Steve cursed and pulled the ropes, spacing them in different intervals so 
that Steve had no idea when the next would come. 

The lashes were only hard enough to turn his skin a light pink, from the top of his arse down onto his thighs, 
Steve's hips pushing back and then slamming forward when the tails stroked his skin. Bruce stopped, panting, 
unlacing his breeches and pulling his cock, free, stroking it as he resumed the whipping. 

Steve twisted on top of the table, turning his head toward Bruce. "Bloody hell, fuck me!" 

Bruce didn't answer except for a handful of slightly harder lashes against Steve's arse. 


"Fuck! Bruce, please!" 


Bruce grabbed the small jug of oil from next to the bed, knocking the cork against his thigh and popping it 


from the neck, pouring some onto his fingers and moving behind Steve. Steve groaned, pushing back as Bruce 
pressed the tip of a finger against him, hissing through the burn as he stretched around it. Bruce swore, his 
words coming through gritted teeth. "| don't want to hurt you." 


Steve laughed. "You should know by now | like it when it hurts a bit." 


Bruce grinned. "Aye, | should" Steve cried out as Bruce thrust a second finger inside him. Bending, Bruce picked 
the cat up from beside him, slapping it back and forth on Steve's hips as he fucked him hard with his fingers, 
hitting him harder as he curled his fingers, pressing against Steve's prostate, making him buck and moan. 
Withdrawing his fingers, Bruce stepped closer, taking his cock in hand and pushing the head inside Steve, leaning 
back as Steve shoved his arse back, trying to force more of the thick shaft past the ring. 


"Fuck! Now, Bruce, fucking now" 


Bruce's fingers dug into Steve's hip, driving his hips forward in a hard thrust, ramming his cock balls deep. 
Steve moaned, rocking back, dropping his head to the table and shuddering as his body adjusted around Bruce's 
cock. Bruce pulled back, taking a good grip on the handle of the cat and swinging it as he rammed his hips 
forward again, the lashes curling around Steve's thigh and striking his cock. A loud guttural cry and Steve 
yanked at the restraints, slamming his arse back against Bruce as he pulled out and thrust forward again, 
another lash hitting Steve's groin, the tails wrapping around the shaft and pulling it sideways, snapping back as 
they slid free. 


Violent and raw, Bruce bending over Steve's back and fucking him hard and fast, the tails slapping thighs, balls 
and cock, Steve's moans and cries, the slap of Bruce's balls against him, all combining with the smell of sex and 
lust and sweat. Bruce's nails raked Steve's chest, finding a nipple and twisting it hard, sending another shudder 
down his spine, nearly throwing himself back to force Bruce's cock as deep as he could. Steve threw his head 
up, crying out when Bruce's teeth sank into his back, the cat striking harder as Bruce's own excitement took 
control, the lust spiking into a familiar burning that started at the base of their spines, spiking out and up till 
the two became a single mass of nerves and pleasure and pain. 


Muscles screaming for relief from the hammering thrusts, legs shaking with the effort of holding them up, 
breath sobbing from overtaxed lungs they drove on, hearts pounding so hard they could each feel the beat of 
the other's through their joined flesh, closer and closer to that moment where it all hovers on the edge of 
sweet death. Bruce dropped the cat, grabbing Steve's cock and wanking it roughly, feeling Steve arch under him, 
thrusting into his hand before rocking back on his heels. Bruce twisted his hand in Steve's hair, yanking his 
head back and fastening his teeth on the side of Steve's neck, biting through hair and flesh, tasting blood and 


sweat. 


Steve cried out, his body twisting under Bruce, his cock swelling in Bruce's hand as he shuddered and came, 
thick steams of come hitting the floor, his mind shattering into shards of blinding flashes of light, grinding his 
arse against Bruce as he trembled and shook. Bruce lifted himself off Steve's back, using his flanks and back 
and thighs to pound deep and hard, rising up on the balls of his feet and throwing his head back, his hips giving 
a last powerful thrust, his voice joining with Steve's as his seed spilled inside him. 


Tremors and the last small waves of the orgasms still running through them, both men fell forward, Bruce's 
body resting on top of Steve. Bruce's hand slid down Steve's arm, finding his hand, Steve's fingers spreading to 
allow Bruce to push his between. Curling them together, both men staying that way for a few moments until 
they felt they could move without falling, Bruce stepping back to pull carefully from inside of Steve. 


Untying the blindfold, Bruce unwrapped the sash, Steve blinking several time to let his eyes adjust, watching as 


Bruce untied his arm. "Bruce." 


Bruce rose and walked around the other side of the table, legs still a bit unsteady. "What?" Steve turned his 


head, watching as Bruce untied his other arm. 

"What's wrong?" 

Steve pushed himself up, bending and untying one leg as Bruce untied the other. "Nothing, why?" 

Steve turned, taking Bruce by the shoulder and pulling him against his chest. "Then why won't you look at me?" 
Bruce flushed. "That was...” 

Steve grinned. "Aye, it was." 

Bruce pushed Steve's hair back from his face. "You're alright with it?" 

"Why wouldn't | be?" 

Bruce shrugged. "Well, the flogging and everything, | was worried | was hitting you too hard" 


Steve slid his hand under Bruce's hair, cupping the back of his neck. "If | had asked you to stop, would you?" 
Bruce nodded. "Then what is there to worry about?" 


‘| just don't want to lose your trust over something such as that." 
Steve laughed. "Would you trust me to do that to you?" 

Bruce met his eyes. "Aye." 

"Well then, do not worry.” 

Bruce grinned. "That mean we can do it again?" 


Steve snorted. "Perverted bastard." 


Sascha looked up when Markus carried Kirk into the cabin. "Kirk!" Ignoring Catherine's protests, he struggled to 
his feet. 


Markus rolled his eyes. "Sit before you fall over, he is coming." 


Markus carefully set Kirk on the bed across from Sascha. "Now, stay there and | will bring you something to 
eat." Giving Catherine a wide berth, Markus left. 


Catherine rolled her eyes as both men spoke at once. 

"How are you?" 

Kirk shrugged, crossing his legs and twisting his fingers. "Not so good. How is your back?" 
Sascha tipped his head back and forth. "ls better. Kirk, what is wrong? What happened?" 

Kirk shot a glance at Catherine. "Ah, |...” 

Catherine crossed her arms. "You look at bit peaked to me. When was the last time you ate?" 
Kirk shrugged. "I don't really know." 

Sascha groaned. "Kirk. What did you do?" 

Kirk bit his lips, feeling the tightness start in his chest. "I." 

"Kirk, | think you left something you would want." 


Kirk turned to look at Captain Weikath. "What..2" His face lit up when he saw Weena. "Ale said he would take 


care of her, | know you don't much care for cats." 


Weikath handed the purring bundle to Kirk. "Ah, | am not heartless. | have yet to put those two of Ella's on the 


end of a cannon" 


Kirk giggled. Catherine's eyebrows rose. "Cor, keep that up Captain Legs and I'm going to have to think again 
about you." 


Weikath's eyebrows shot up. Kirk and Sascha both coughed, trying to cover the laughs. "Captain Legs? So, | am 


a peacock, a pumpkin captain and now Captain Legs." 


Kirk grinned, stroking Weena's head. "It does fit you, Michael.” 


Weikath rolled his eyes. "Aye, Kirk. Now, come with me. Ella has fixed the cabin next to ours for you." 
Kirk licked his lips, frowning. "I don't want to wake you if...” 
Weikath put his hand on Kirk's shoulder. "That is why you are there. If you need us, we are right beside you." 


Kirk dropped his head. "Thank you, Michael" Sliding off the bed, Kirk went to Sascha. "I'm sorry, Sascha, if | had 


not..." 
Sascha shook his head. "Nay, Kirk. | am not sorry." 
Kirk leaned forward and kissed Sascha's cheek. Turning, he gave Weikath a somewhat watery smile. "I'm ready." 


Catherine and Sascha watched as Weikath and Kirk left the cabin. Catherine turned her head, grey eyes probing 


Sascha's face. "| don't suppose you're going to explain that, love?" 
Sascha shook his head. "I will, but not now." 
Catherine snorted. "Aye, somehow | knew that." 


Ella had just finished smoothing the linens on the bed when Kirk walked in, Weena cuddled in his arms. Weikath 
followed, stopping at the door and leaning on the frame, watching as Ella fussed over kitten and man, taking one 
while she shooed the other to the table to eat. "| had Markus bring it here instead of taking it the healer's 


cabin, | thought this would be more comfortable. Would you like a glass of wine?" 


Kirk choked, looking at Weikath. "Nay, madam, he would not. | told Markus to bring him something other than 


wine." 

Ella sat next to Kirk, setting Weena in her lap. "If he wants wine, Michael, he can.. 
"Nay, Ella. Michael is right. Water or coffee, even tea, but no wine." 

Ella frowned. "What is going on?" 

"You didn't tell her?" Kirk's eyes searched Michael's face. 

"Nay, | did not. | am not going to tell anyone unless it is your decision, Kirk" 


"Thank you, Michael.” 


Ella threw up her hands, startling the kitten. "Someone better tell mel" 
"| drank too much rum 

Ella snorted. “If that was a secret, most of the crew would have the same!" 

"Nay, madam. Do not be flip” 

Kirk shook his head, "l.l drank so much | wouldn't wake up." 

Ella's face paled. "Oh, Kirk" 

Kirk shrugged, putting down his fork. "I don't remember much, like the night that.” 


Weikath nodded. "Aye, like that night. But this time the consequences could have been far worse. So, no more 


rum. 
Kirk managed a weak smile. "Nay, no more rum.’ 


Weikath nodded again "Good. Now, | will leave you two to chatter and | will go get my ship underway. If we have 


good wind, we should reach England in the morn" 

Kirk's eyes were filled with hope when he looked up at Weikath. "England? We are that close?" 

"Aye. Too close for you to think foolish again, do you hear me?" 

Kirk stood up, walking to the tall captain and tipping his head back to look up at him. "Aye. Thark you, Michael" 


Weikath looked a bit surprised when Kirk's arms went around his waist and hugged him. Grumbling, he hugged 
Kirk back. "Now, go spend time with Ella and that kitten" 


Kirk grinned. "Weena" 
Ella giggled. "Weena?" 
"Aye. Short for Edwina 


Weikath let out a gigglesnort sound that made both of them look at him. "Oh, Edward is so going to hear about 
that." 


Leaving the cabin, Weikath pulled the door shut behind him, leaning against the wall and taking several deep 
breaths. "I got him back for you today Edward, but how many more times he will try | cannot say." Pushing 
himself away from the wall, Weikath headed for the deck, more determined than ever to bring Edward home. 


Sascha rolled his eyes when Catherine set the bucket of water down beside him. "You are going to scrub my 


skin off" 


"Look, love, not that it isn't a wonderful body, but | would rather it not stink of sweat. And it makes you feel 
better." 


Sascha grumbled, but the protest was purely for show. Not like he hadn't enjoyed it the first time, so why 
not? Unlacing his breeches, he pushed himself to his feet. 


Catherine grinned. “That's the way. Now, while you do that, let me get the rest of the things." 


Sascha worked his breeches down past his thighs, sitting back on the bed and bending his legs high to keep 
from stretching his back, pulling them off and laying them next to him on the bea. A grin curled his lips. 
Catherine had not brought him a bedsheet to wrap himself in, so he leaned back on one hand, watching as she 
gathered several cloths and the soap. 


"Right, now all we need is.." Catherine stopped, shaking her head. "Not as shy today, are you love?" 
Sascha's grin grew wider. "You did not bring me anything to wrap in" 
"You put your breeches on it, love." 


Sascha blushed, looking and realizing that indeed there was a clean bedsheet under them. Mumbling an apology, 
he reached for it, stopping when her hand touched his arm. "It doesn't bother me as long as it doesn't bother 
you. We can save it for after.” 


Adding some of the hot water to the half bucket of cold she had brought, Catherine poured back and forth till 
she had both at a similar temperature. Dropping a rag in one bucket, she dipped the cloth she still held in the 
other, vigorously rubbing the soap on it before turning to Sascha. "Right, love, here we go." 


The only way to get close to him was to stand between his legs, his thighs pressing lightly against her as she 
carefully ran the cloth over his face and throat, around to the back of his neck and making him squirm when 
she washed behind his ears. That rag in the bucket with the soap, grab the one in the bucket of clean water 


and repeat the wiping, clearing the soap from his skin. 
One arm, all the way down to his fingers, laughing when he shuddered as she washed under his arm. “Tickle a 
bit?" Sascha nodded, watching her intently. Rinse that arm, and over to the other, taking care not to miss an 


inch of skin, knowing that dirt could cause havoc when most of your time was spent confined to bed. 


Now the chest. Broad swipes of the cloth, Sascha groaning softly when she rubbed at his nipples. When she 


wiped the soap off, the cloth dragged over the hard points, making him groan again, his cock thickening. Back to 
the first cloth, and scrubbing his belly, his cock now reaching up as if to greet her as her hands moved lower, 


Sascha now leaning back and bracing himself on his hands. 


His sides were a bit of a problem; his cock kept brushing against her skirt and the fact he wiggled whenever 
she ran the cloth over his ribs and flanks and down to his hip made her have to step closer. By the time she 
was done with his upper body she was fighting the shivers that tried to consume her, a very familiar ache 
starting low in her belly. 


Catherine could feel his eyes, and the presence of that now hard cock jutting up from its nest of hair was 
every bit as distracting as that intense gaze. Keeping her eyes averted and having a silent argument with 
herself as to how she was going to handle this -- pun not really intended -- she began on his legs, washing 


the thickly muscled thighs, getting the top, underneath and in between 


Down over the knees, kneeling down and washing down to his feet, unable to resist running her fingers over the 
soles and making him jump, laughing as she did the same when she wiped away the soap and moved to the 


other side. Suddenly, she was done. Well, except for... 


Rubbing the soap on the cloth, Catherine got to her feet and took a deep breath. Sascha's breathing had 
deepened; she could see the movement of his stomach and chest, his cock stretching up, the head glistening 
with several drops of precum. Biting her lip, Catherine wrapped the cloth around the shaft, tightening her 
fingers and sliding it up over the head, Sascha's hips thrusting up into her hand. She ran the cloth back down 
the shaft, sliding it off and under his balls, hearing the soft moans as she gently washed the sac, massaging it 


in her palm. 


A switch to the other cloth, several strokes to clean the soap from his cock, then down to the sac, nudging 
his legs apart and wiping the skin behind his balls. Sascha's eyes were closed, his lip caught in his teeth, his 
hips rolling gently, thrusting his cock into the air. 


Another change of cloths, and Sascha groaned aloud as he felt it slip between his cheeks, Catherine's fingers 
pushing it into the cleft and washing him, her own breathing a bit unsteady as she quickly wiped away the 
soap. Dropping both cloths, she looked at the rigid organ, the head wet and red, thick and small veins visible 
under the skin, the hood rolled back, a single drop of precum sliding down over the tip. 


Sascha hissed when her hand closed around him, so small her fingers didn't meet around the shaft. It slid down 
to the base, her grip firm but not painful, dragging the skin as she drew her hand up until it nudged the back 
of the head. Her other hand wrapped around the base; and be it that her hands were so small or his cock so 
long she could easily fit them both on there, one hand moving down from the head as the other slid up from 
the base, meeting in the middle and then heading off in opposite directions again. 


The shaft seemed alive under her hands, each beat of his heart making it pulse in her fingers, velvet soft yet 
hard as iron, hot and slick, the thick vein on the underside pounding his pulse against her skin. Catherine 
watched his face, the pout of his full lips, his eyes closed, lashes dark against his cheeks. His throat exposed, 


the urge to press her mouth to the moist skin making her own body throb, her own desire rising along with 
his, the thick cock in her hands making her mind wonder how it would feel pounding inside of her. 


Sascha forced his eyes open, panting through his open mouth, rocking his hips up into her hands as she 
twisted her wrists, flexing her fingers in slow milking motions, both hands rubbing and stroking. The upper hand 
kept rising, rolling the hood up over the head and sliding it back, Catherine's other hand taking the extra flesh 
left exposed and coming up higher as well, her hands now meeting just below the head, fingers dragging and 
pinching, flattening her palm and rolling it over the head, smearing the precum as fast as it pumped from the 


slit. 


Releasing one hand, Catherine cupped his balls in her palm, closing her fingers around the sac and tugging it 
gently, her hand tighter and faster as it stroked Sascha's cock, her fingers rolling his balls, feeling the weight 
and the texture of the skin and the hair, the silken shaft throbbing in her hand. Sascha's hips pumped harder, 
his thighs flexing against her, one leg curling around her and pulling her body against his groin. Curving his 
upper body, Sascha slid a hand behind Catherine's neck, dipping his head and seeking her mouth. Catherine 
moaned against his lips, parting hers to accept the thrust of his tongue, fucking her mouth as her hand 


speeded up on his cock. 


Sascha's balls tightened, his breath washing into her mouth in harsh pants, soft groans accompanying every 
roll of his hips. Sascha slid his hands down her back, cupping and kneading her arse, trapping her hand and his 
balls between them, thrusting hard into her hand, tearing his mouth free from hers and burying his face in 
her neck, sucking the skin. 


Catherine's hand was almost a blur as she frantically wanked him, feeling the shaft swell in her hand, Sascha's 
thrusts jerky and erratic as he drew closer to coming. Several hard grunts and he stiffened, tightening his legs 
around her as he threw back his head, fast, hard jerks of his hips as the come burst from the slit, arching 

high onto his chest, lesser spurts hitting his stomach until with a last spasm it oozed from the head and down 


over her hand. 


Catherine ran her hand up the shaft, holding it just below the head and giving it a squeeze, relaxing her fingers 
and sliding them back down before tightening them and pulling again, forcing the last bit of seed from his balls, 
her hand gripping and releasing his sac. Sascha's body gave a hard shudder, his thighs trembling around her, 


groaning and breathing hard as he leaned his forehead on Catherine's shoulder. 


Opening her hand, Catherine stepped back, Sascha letting his legs fall from around her as he lifted his head. 
Turning, Catherine picked up one of the cloths from his bath and dropped it next to him on the bed before 


hurrying from the room. Sascha swore, troubled eyes on the door as it closed behind her. 


Ten 
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| was worried when you did not come back." 

Catherine sighed at the reproach in Sascha's voice. "Aye, love, but | needed a bit of time." 
"You were not good with what we did?" 

Catherine snorted. "We? Hell, love, | practically threw your arse on the bed and had my way." 
"| was not complaining." 

"Well, aye, I'm good with it" 

"Then why did you leave? | wanted..." 


"Aye, but you're in no shape to be doing that, love. So | needed to get a hold of meself. Get some fresh air, 
take a bit of time to, ah, get the mind on other things." She turned away from him with a shake of her head. 


Sascha caught her arm. "Why do you not look at me?" 

"Right, look, let's get this straight. This is all fun and good for now. But when we get to England, you're leaving 
my arse there while you do whatever it is you're going to do and then you're going to sail off and I'll well, Ill 
be someplace | don't want to be. And the fun will be over." Catherine cocked an eyebrow. "So, stop taking things 
so seriously, love." 


"I will tell Captain Weikath you want to stay on the ship and go back to Grand Canaria" 


Sascha felt relieved to see the familiar cheeky grin "Not much for me there either. And I'm sure the captain 


is not a bit concerned with what | want." 
"Then | will tell him is what | want." 
Catherine patted his cheek. "You're a sweet boy, love." 


Sascha scowled. "| am not a boy. Why do you make fun of everything | say?" 


Catherine studied his face. "Right, time for some hard truths. Look, it's not uncommon for a man to feel some 
sort of gratitude for the woman taking care of him when he is sick or hurt. And you can sometimes think 
those feelings mean more than they do. It's not love, or even like, it's just being grateful to the person that 
makes you feel better.” 


Sascha's scowl grew even darker. "So, you are saying that | do not know my own mind and am stupid and 


thinking | like you when I really do not?" 

"Nay love, what l'm saying is you're a beautiful boy and you're just feeling alone and hurt and lm here 
"| would not say | like you if | did not" 

"Sascha, you're not understanding what I'm saying" 


"Aye, Catherine, | am. You are saying that | am too young, too stupid, too beautiful, too sweet and too 
everything and that the only reason | like you is because you are here and make me feel better.” 


"Well, right, in a nutshell." 

"So you are saying that if | was not hurt | would not like you." 

"Sascha, love, if you were not hurt you wouldn't look twice at me except to tell me to bring you another 
tankard. And if you did, it would be because your cock was hard and you were drunk and looking for a warm 
place to put it" 

Sascha's expression was a mixture of hurt and anger. "You think | am that shallow?" 

"Nay, love, I'm not saying that.." 

| do not want you to take care of me anymore." 


"What?" 


"I do not want you to take care of me anymore." Sascha got to his feet, pushing past her and heading for the 


door. 

Catherine was stunned into immobility for a few seconds. "Sascha, wait!" The length of his legs made her have 
to nearly run to catch up to him, as it was he was halfway down the corridor before she did. Grabbing his 
arm, she dug in her heels, trying to force him to stop. "Wait, you big bloody arse!" 

Sascha let her pull him to a halt. "What?" 


"Now look, don't get all on your high horse here, love." 


"I am not on any horse. You think | like you because you take care of me, | will show you that is wrong.” 
Catherine rolled her eyes. "Cor, you're a stubborn bastard” 


Sascha snarled, the expression on his face making Catherine wonder if she had pushed him too far. Grabbing 
her shoulders, Sascha pushed her against the wall, leaning down to put his face only inches above hers. "Aye, | 


am. 
And then he kissed her. 


Catherine had to grab his arms for support; the firm pressure of his lips combined with the soft stroking of 
his tongue over hers, added to the thick thigh that pressed between her legs and she quite possibly would 
have slid right down the wall if she didn’t hang on. Moaning softly, she let her tongue play along his, exploring 
his mouth, tasting him, sucking his tongue, rubbing against his thigh until her head was spinning with the very 


essence of him. 

Against her also pressed the very hard evidence of the effect the long, sensual kiss was having on him, his 
breathing ragged as he slipped his mouth from hers and traced the line of her jaw with his tongue, lowering 
his head even further and nuzzling her neck, nipping her ear. Catherine's fingers dug into his arms, her eyes 
closed as Sascha's mouth moved over the flesh of her throat, sucking and licking, back up to swipe his tongue 
over her lips before capturing them again, plundering her mouth. 

"| think he is feeling better.” 

"| think he is feeling something.” 


Sascha growled against her lips, making Catherine snicker. Lifting his head, he looked at the grinning pair 
standing and watching. "Do you have nothing better to do?" 


Andi shrugged. "Nay, not really. Do you, Dani?" 
Dani shook his head. "Nay, | do not! 

Sascha groaned. "Bastards." 

Andi laughed. "Well, | could tell the captain you were busy and would have fo see him later. 

Sascha sighed and straightened up, tucking Catherine against his chest. "Nay, for him | should come. 


Dani snorted. "I hope you mean that in a way other than..." Dani let out a yelp when Sascha lunged for him, 


sprinting down the corridor, laughing over his shoulder as he ran for his life. 


Sascha touched Catherine's cheek, grinning softly. "We will finish talking about this later?" 


Catherine nodded, not at all sure she trusted her voice. Watching him as he walked away with Andi, she 
swallowed hard, silently congratulating her legs for holding her up. 


"You wanted to see me Captain Weikath?" 

Weikath looked up from the charts in front of him. "Aye, how is your back?" 

Sascha shrugged. “It is better. | do not know if it is the salve or the healer but it is much better everyday: 
Weikath frowned. "Do you think you will be able to ride? And to fight?" 

Sascha gulped. "Ride? A horse?" 

Ella giggled. "That will have to be one big horse.” 

Weikath hushed her. "Aye, a horse” 

"| do not know how to ride. But | will try. And | can fight! 

"Good" 


Sascha took a deep breath. "Captain Weikath, | would like Catherine to come as well. She is a good healer and if 


we have need she will." 

"Aye, fine, is good idea Sascha so stop trying to make me agree." 

Sascha flushed. "Thanks, captain." 

Weikath grinned. "But she is your problem. So if she is trouble it will be you who has to deal with her." 
Sascha grinned back. "Do not worry Captain Weikath, | will handle her." 

Andi snorted. "He was doing a good job of it in the corridor when we found him." 

Sascha glared at him, the laughter from the others in the room making his cheeks heat up. 


Ella was chewing her lip, trying to decide what clothes to take with her. Grabbing a pair of breeches, she 


started to pull them on, grunting and groaning with the effort of pulling the tight cloth up her legs and over 
her hips. The very amused look on Michael's face wasn't helping. 


"Madam, why do you not simply wear a dress?" 
"lam not riding sidesaddle Michael, it will slow us down" 


"That is fine, Madam, but if you go into port in breeches it will make people look Simply wear them under your 
dress or put them in the small chest. But we will not be able to carry a great deal” 


Ella laced the breeches, puffing slightly. “There. If | could put several pairs on, one over the other...” 


Weikath looked puzzled, tapping a finger on his chin. "Madam, to do that | think you will need to find some new 


breeches 

Ella rolled her eyes. "Why, Michael? They are a bit snug, but not too tight" 
Weikath snorted from behind her. "That is because you are not looking where | am" 
Ella spun around, glaring at him. "Oh, thank you so much, Michael 

Weikath watched her storm from the room. "What did | say?" 


Bruce joined Steve on deck, watching as the crew maneuvered the Maiden into the dock. They had chosen a slip 
that was at the far end, figuring that the less attention they drew the better. The Helloween would dock next 
to them, both ships angled so that anyone looking would have a difficult time reading the names, both ships 
flying simple British ensigns, nothing on them indicating they were actually the two most infamous pirate ships 
on the seas. 

"Any sign of the transport?" 

Steve shook his head. "Nay, it's not in port” 

Bruce nodded. "Then even with the delay we stayed ahead of it" 

"Unless they decided to pull into another port” 


"Nay, they will come here. It is the easiest port for them to use to reach London 


Steve took Bruce's hand, linking their fingers. "Are you alright with being here?" 


Bruce shrugged. "It's odd, | admit that. | can see ships | recognize, and | am sure there will be people | do as 


well." 
Steve groaned. "| didn't think of that. What if someone recognizes you?" 


"We will just have to be careful. And | am different enough in appearance that unless they know me well | don't 


think they would be able to see it was me." 
"I just think it might be better if you stay on the ship." 


"Come on" Hearing the strain in his voice, Bruce tugged Steve's hand, leading him below deck to their cabin, 


shutting the door behind them and turning Steve to face him. "Hear me?" 


In a ritual that had become as much a part of their relationship as their open affection for each other and 
singlemindedness when it came to the Maiden, Steve took his place on the window seat, Bruce settling behind 
him. Bruce's arms slid round his waist, Steve's hands covering his, their fingers linking. Bruce rested his chin on 


Steve's shoulder. 


"I know you worry. If there is anyone that the Royal Navy would like to hang next to Edward, it would be me. 
Not so much for what | have done as a pirate, but for my desertion and participation in the battle with the 
fleet. They hold me responsible for the deaths of many men, the loss of their ships and would gladly hang me 


a thousand times over if they could | am an embarrassment to them." 
Steve nodded, closing his eyes and leaning his head to the side to rest it against Bruce's. 


"Because of this, | will be very careful. | will keep my head down and my eyes and ears open. But | cannot sit 
here and wonder what is happening. It would make me insane. And you will be beside me. And there is no one | 


trust more to watch my back." 


Bruce dipped his head, pressing his lips against Steve's neck, the strain clear even as the words were muffled 
by the contact. "I also would never forgive myself if something happened and | was not there to watch your 

back. We live everyday knowing that it could be the last, and each night | am grateful for another chance to 

lay with you, to feel you beside me. | am too selfish to wait here without that" 


Steve groaned quietly, turning his head to press his lips against Bruce's hair. Bruce waited, knowing that Steve 
needed a moment before he could speak. "I too am selfish. For those reasons and many others. Not the least of 
which is that when my time does come | want the last thing | see to be your face. So if they catch us in this, 


we go together, the same as we have faced through so much since | first laid eyes on you." 
Bruce chuckled. "Aye, when you climbed in my window." 


Although Steve's voice was soft, his words had an impact that slammed into Bruce's chest as if he had been 
shot. "I would spend every night of my life climbing through your window if that was the only way | could be 


with you.” 


Unable to answer, Bruce tightened his arms around Steve, wrapping them both in the last serenity they would 


have for neither knew how long. 


Although Portsmouth was a hive of activity, in order to attract as little attention as possible they left the 
ships in small groups, no more than three at a time, seeking lodging houses that were close enough to stay in 


easy contact. 


As agreed, Dani waited outside the lodgings that housed Michael and Ella, as well as Bruce and Steve, guiding 
the others inside to join the rest in Captain Weikath's room. Once all were present, the duties were assigned, 


they took their leave to begin readying themselves. 


Janick and Davey went off to inquire about the best route to London, posing as merchants with a small craft 
full of what most would consider worthless goods. 


Another problem they faced was finding enough horses to accommodate them all, several different groups 
going off in search of mounts. Sascha and Markus were their biggest obstacles, the sheer size of both men 


required a large, sturdy animal. Because of her upbringing, Catherine was familiar with the beasts, so she went 


off with Andi and Rob while Adrian, Ella and Uli set off in the other direction. 


Dari slipped back to the Helloween to lead Kirk to the lodgings, it having been decided to keep him as hidden as 
possible. If there was a double for him on the transport, someone might recall seeing a golden skinned man 


with black curls in a hooded cloak before the ship docked 


Michael, Bruce, Steve, Markus, Sascha, Nicko and Ale stayed behind, figuring what supplies and such they would 
need, and how they would go about carrying them. By the time that was done, Dani and Kirk had returned, 
Weikath then sending Nicko and Dani to make the necessary purchases, the men planning on making several 


trips instead of taking more people along. 


Adrian, Ella and Uli were the first to return, their part of the task complete. The horses were stabled not far 
from the lodgings and they had been able to get a good string of mounts. They knew they would need to sell 
or hide these and purchase more en route; with the pace they planned on setting they would break the animals 
down if they tried to use the same ones for the entire journey. Andi, Rob and a rather amused Catherine 
were the next to return, Andi and Rob both impressed with the sense she had shown. As well as the number 
of mounts they had been sent in search of, they had also been able to find two horses that would be able to 
safely carry Markus and Sascha, although both men would likely be sore from the spread of their legs over 
the broad backs of their mounts. 


The talk of that set them all of laughing and giggling, easing the tension as Sascha loudly complained that his 
legs did not spread that wide, Markus chiming in with he would rather walk, until Nicko and Dani returned, the 


rooms growing quite crowded, even more so when Davey and Janick rejoined them. 


Amidst the din and confusion, Weikath sent Andi and Dani to the docks to keep an eye out for the transport 
ship, the rest of them gathering round the table, yielding the floor to Davey and Janick as they spread open 
the maps. 


Catherine sat quietly, listening to Davey and Janick explain the roads they had been told to take. Sascha saw 


her give a small shake of her head. "Catherine, what is wrong?" 

Catherine blushed when all eyes swung to her. "Well, it's not my place...” 

Weikath snorted. "And that has stopped you from talking when?" 

Catherine grinned. "Right then. You don't want to go that way." 

Bruce frowned. "And why not?" 

Catherine joined the circle, standing between Sascha and Weikath. "These are common roads. They will be 
heavily traveled and heavily guarded. These are the roads they use for moving goods to and from London, 
What you want are the less traveled ones." 

Ale nodded. "I think she's right" 

Catherine thought for a minute, starting slightly when Sascha's hand came to rest on the small of her back. "If 
you take..." Her voice faltered when Sascha's thumb began moving, rubbing slowly up and down the base of her 
spine. Clearing her throat, she tried again. "If you take, cor, it's not on the map even, but there's a road that 


runs like this..." Catherine traced a route with her finger. 


"Aye, | forgot that one." Ale bent closer. "Then, isn't there one that takes you from here," he pointed, "to 


here?" Running his finger along an invisible line, he looked up at Catherine. 
"Aye, that's it" 


Ella looked around, not really caring what road they took but ready to go instead of standing around. She bit 
her lip to hold back the giggle when she saw Sascha's hand, nudging Michael with her arm to get his attention. 


"Ah, well if we can..." Weikath stopped, looking at Ella, his eyebrow raised. When she didn't say anything, he 


shrugged and continued. "We can keep from being seen it will be better..." 
Ella's elbow this time caught him square in the ribs, making him curse. 


"Madam! Is there a reason you are jabbing me?" 


Ella blushed when all eyes turned to her. "Nothing Michael, | was just..." 


Weikath rolled his eyes. "If you are trying to tell me that Sascha's hand is nearly on Catherine's arse | see 


this! Now, can we return to our plans?" 


Even Sascha blushed as everyone whistled and laughed, Catherine rolling her eyes, Ella wishing the floor would 
open up and swallow her. "Thank you, Michael!" Ella crossed her arms, the pout on her face only making 


everyone laugh harder. 


Weikath grinned. "Madam, | have told you many times, | do not miss many things." Winking at Catherine, he 
made Ella shriek and jump when he pinched her arse. "Now, there. Do you feel better knowing that | like yours 


as much as he likes hers?" 


Catherine was shocked by the easy nature of Weikath's joking with her. Deciding that he needed a taste of his 
own medicine, the entire group nearly went to the floor when Weikath jumped and roared, whipping his head 


around to stare at the now widely grinning woman next to him. "Madam" 
Catherine winked back. "Didn't want yours to feel left out. Although there's not much there to get a grip on" 


Grumbling, Weikath bent back over the table. "Madam, my arse is big enough to hold me when | sit. Any more 
than that is..." 


"Is what, Michael?" Snickers ran round the tables, everyone waiting to see if the Helloween's captain managed to 


wiggle himself off the hook he had made. 


"Yours is just there to make me look as you leave, Ella Now, if everyone is done playing with everyone's arse, 
could we get back to the plans?" Gradually the laughter died down, everyone bending back over the table. Ella 
peered around Michael, catching Catherine's eye. Catherine dropped her a wink, sending Ella off into a fit of 
giggles. Weikath shook his head, turning to look at Sascha. "Women." 


Sascha grinned. "Aye." 
The door burst open, Andi and Dani both out of breath as they rushed into the room. 
"Edward's ship has docked." 


Spread throughout the crowd, they watched. Because of their size and the attention that they would attract, 
Sascha and Markus had remained behind. Ale had as well, as there were too many chances for him to be 
recognized in his hometown. Andi and Uli stayed near the back of the crowd, Dani and Rob a little farther 
forward, Weikath and Ella keeping as hidden as possible to avoid Kiske catching a glimpse of him. 


Bruce was also keeping his head down, with the enforced presence of the Royal Navy Steve had wanted him to 
stay behind with Ale, Sascha and Markus, but Bruce had put his foot down and insisted on coming. Steve's eyes 
constantly scanned the crowd, making sure no one was showing too much interest in the man at his side. Kirk 
was with Adrian and Janick on the edge of the rear of the crowd, hidden by a hooded cloak, the crisp 
temperature making the garment perfectly reasonable. And right near the front of the crowd, Catherine, 
Davey and Nicko stood waiting, hoping that Edward would see them when he was brought onto the dock. 


The gasp from the crowd when Edward stepped onto the deck covered Kirk's cry, his fingers digging into 
Janick's arm as he watched the tall figure walk with slow, dignified steps to the plank leading onto the dock. 
Guards in front and behind, heavy chains that would have crushed a normal man hanging from his neck, arms, 


waist and legs, he flashed a toothy grin, undaunted by the hostile murmurs and stares. 


Bruce curled his fingers through Steve's, feeling the trembling as the anger seethed through him, the desire 
to simply charge in nearly taking him over. "Steady. We need to do this right" 


Steve nodded, his fingers squeezing Bruce's. 


Another figure appeared on the deck, wrapped in a cloak just like Kirk's. Michael hissed. "It is as | thought, he 
thinks they have him." 


Edward's head whipped around, his eyes on the cloaked figure, the crowd cheering when one of the guards 
slammed the butt of his musket against Edward's head, knocking him to one knee. Edward snarled and rose 
right back to his feet, shaking his head, drops of blood flying through the air. Prodded forward, he resumed 


walking, his eyes flaring red when he saw Nicko and Davey. 


Fighting the desire to acknowledge him, they kept their faces blank, simply watching as the guards cleared a 
path and marched him toward the town jail. 


Michael sighed, still watching the figure of the fake ‘Kirk’ as he was escorted through as well, keeping him back 
far enough that Edward was unable to get a good look. From a distance, he was Kirk, right down to the black 
curls that peeked out from the hood, the golden skinned fingers that clasped the cloak to his throat. "Come, 
madam." Ella took Michael's arm, falling in with the crowd that trailed along behind, biting her lip to keep from 


crying as she watched all manner of objects being thrown at the stoic figure. 


Fruit, vegetables, even rocks and bits of metal were hurled at Edward, his head never lowering, his steps never 


faltering, not even a flinch as they struck him. 
A voice made Michael stop, spinning around to find the source. Ella saw a blonde man, dressed in the Royal 
Navy's finest, the bars on his shoulders showing his rank. Accepting congratulations and accolades, he strolled 


along as if he owned the dock, smug in his belief he had done the impossible. 


Michael hissed, the muscles in his arm flexing under Ella's fingers. "Kiske." 


Another voice from behind them made them both start. 
"Aye, and still he is a bastard" 


Michael grinned, he and Ella turning to face the voice, seeing the captain and several of the crew from the 


Gamma Ray 
"Kai" 

"Michael" 

"Is good to see you" 

Captain Hansen laughed. "Ah, did you think | would miss this?" 


Weikath shook his head. "Nay. Now, let us gather everyone and return to our rooms. | think we need to make 


some new plans." 


Eleven 
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It was a much smaller group that gathered to fill Kai in on their plans and make any changes needed to include 
the Ray's captain, Henjo and Jason. Sitting down to eat, Michael and Kai argued over the reasons for not simply 
storming into the jail in Portsmouth and dragging Edward out, Kai finally understanding that until they were 
able to show Edward that Kirk was fine and with them, he would not leave. And as stubborn as he was, 
without physically seeing his lover he would argue and fuss until the entire group would most likely be hanging 


with him. 


Bruce, Steve, Kirk and Ella all sat quietly and watched Kai give in, agreeing instead that to pluck Edward from 
his path to the gallows would be the best thing and also give them the most chance to escape unscathed in 
the confusion Kai had sent Henjo and Jason out to find horses for the three of them, Jason remarking that 
the available horseflesh in the port had taken a hard hit today and they would most likely end up riding mules. 
Before supper was done they had returned, smugly announcing they had managed to find not only several good 
mounts, but also had heard that the pirate would be leaving for London in two days time, giving enough time 


for additional guards to arrive to act as escorts for the journey. 


Deciding that everything that could be done for the night was complete, Kai left with Henjo and Jason to 
return to the Ray, Bruce and Steve bidding Michael and Ella a good rest and retiring to their own room. In the 
rest of the lodgings, everyone quickly settled down for the night as well, enjoying the unusual time on land to 


sleep in a bed that did not rock with the waves. 


Kirk was nearly asleep on his feet before Michael and Ella allowed him to leave, kissing them both on the cheek 
before Michael escorted him to his room down the hall, leaving him with the strict order that if for any 


reason he felt alone or panicked in any way he would return, no matter what time of the night. 


Not a single soul was able to find peace in their bed right away, the sounds of so much life in the town 
unusually loud to those used to nothing except the creaking of wood and the sounds of the water. Being the 
newest onboard the ships, Catherine was glad to have a bed that didn't sway under her, to smell air that was 
not thick with salt and sweat and pain She was a bit taken back when Sascha led her to a room and came in 
behind her; it was obvious he had in mind for them to share the bed and Catherine wasn't sure that it was a 


good idea. Not yet, at any rate. 


First order of the evening, however, was to tend to his back, cleaning the wounds and spreading a thick layer 


of salve. Catherine gave them a critical eye. 


"You know love, you're not going to have an easy time of it if you have to fight” 


Sascha nodded, leaning forward with his arms crossed on the table, his head resting on them. "Aye, but if | 
have to | will If the captain needs me to fight, | will fight." 


"Aye, | know you will, but still love, its going to give you some pain" 

‘| am used to pain. It does not bother me." 

"Right, right, course you are. This is a little different though.. there. You're finished." 

Sascha stood, going to the bed and sitting down, lifting his leq high enough he didn't need to bend far to pull off 
his boot. Catherine watched him, rolling her eyes as his jaw clenched, his stubbornness making him set out to 
prove that he was able to handle the pain of normal movements. Boots and stockings off, Sascha grinned at 
her. "Are you going to stand there or come to bed?" 

Catherine shook her head. "If, and that's just an if, | get in that bed with you all we're going to do is sleep." 
Sascha stuck out his lip, flashing dark eyes at her as he pouted. Catherine burst out laughing. 

"Don't even try that, love." 

Sascha grinned. "Ah well, was worth it" Standing, he unlaced his breeches, watching her from under his lashes. 
Catherine was doing her best to ignore him, but the sight of his body was a little too much not to notice. 
Stepping out of his breeches, Sascha tossed them over a chair and then pulled back the bedclothes, turning on 
his side and pulling them up to his waist. Catherine chewed her lip, finally giving in with a sigh and blowing out 
the lamps before undressing and getting in on the opposite side of the bed, turning her back to him. Pulling the 


bedclothes up to her chin, she closed her eyes, willing sleep to come and to hurry up about it thank you ever 


so much, 
She could feel him. She could smell him. His heat radiated under the bedclothes and made her feel.. 

The bed shifted as he slid closer. 

Catherine held her breath. 

Closer still, his fingers now resting on the swell of her hip. 

Catherine pretended not to feel the ribbons of fire that started under his fingers and crawled over her skin 
Another shift, his body now pressing lightly against hers, his half hard cock rubbing against her thigh 


And the ribbons grew to thick ropes that wrapped around and threatened to consume her. 


Sascha slid his arm around her, pulling her back to nestle against him. 


And she was engulfed in the flames. Every part of her screamed for something to douse the fire, from the 
inferno that blazed from her neck and down her spine as he licked and sucked the skin at that spot where neck 
meets shoulder, from the back of her thigh where the white hot flare seared her skin as he pushed her leg 
forward to let the top of his thigh press against her sex, feeling him groan through the vibration of his chest 
against her back as he found her already wet. 


"Catherine..." 


His voice broke the spell, Catherine sitting up and moving away, her flesh still on fire, fighting the tremors 
that ran though her body. "Get back on your own side of the bed, love." Catherine was quite proud of the fact 


her voice wasn't shaking. 


Sascha scooted himself back, eyes still watching her. Catherine lay back down, closing her eyes and hoping that 
he... 


He didn't. His hand was now moving up and down her back, his knuckles just brushing her skin, yet she felt 


every soft touch as if he were branding her flesh, marking her as own 
"Sascha, love, if you don't stop, I'm going to sleep on the bloody floor!" 


He didn't stop, in fact he moved closer, his body once more against hers, his fingers stroking her stomach and 
over the bottom swell of her breast. "I would simply put you back in bed" 


This time Catherine's voice wasn't so steady. "If you don't stop this right now, I'm going to tell them | want 


another room." 


Sascha's hand froze. "| do not understand you." Turning away, Sascha presented his back to her, the welts and 
scabbed flesh making Catherine wince as she rolled onto her back, turning her head to look at him. "I will not 


make you do what you do not want. Go to sleep, | will not touch you again 


Catherine bit her lip, torn between laughing at the pout she could clearly hear in his voice, and feeling a bit 
shrewish for the rigid set of his back and shoulders, the disappointment and frustration clear. Running her 
eyes down his body, his skin almost silver in the faint light of the moon that poured in the window, her gaze 
came to rest on his hip, visible just above the bedclothes, following it down to where the swelling of his arse 
pressed against the linens. 


Catherine shook her head. What was the point of denying herself? She'd give in eventually anyway, so why not 


give in now? A wicked grin stole over her face. Shifting carefully, she sat up, leaned over-- 


And bit his arse. 


Sascha swore and jumped, falling from the bed in a tangle of limbs and bedsheets, crashing face first onto the 
floor. His size made the impact not only loud but shook the planks, sending Catherine into a fit of laughter that 


only got worse when he rose to his knees, glaring and muttering. 

"You bit me!" 

"Aye, | did." Catherine propped her head on her hand. "So you coming back in or what?" 

Sascha narrowed his eyes. "What are you saying?" 

Catherine crooked her finger at him. "I'm saying get back in here and have your wicked way with me. | give in" 


Sascha grinned, climbing to his feet. Shoving the linens back up on the bed he stopped and eyed her. "You wil 


not change your mind again?" 


Catherine shrugged, looking bored. "You take much longer and | will. | might have to go find another eager pup 
with a.." She shrieked with laughter when Sascha pounced into the bed, grabbing her around the waist and 
hauling her across the mattress, burying his face in her neck and growling. Catherine wrapped her arms 
around his shoulders, careful to keep her hands away from his back. Sascha lifted his head, and looked down at 


her. 

"You are sure?" 

"Damn right I'm sure. Now get to it, my lad!" 

Sascha leered at her, drawing another snort of laughter. "Oh | will get it" 


With that he lowered his head, covering her mouth with his. Catherine moaned, the touch of his tongue to 
hers feeding the fires that had threatened to consume her before, the inferno now centered between her legs 
and spreading to consume everything in its path, his hand a burning trail as it cupped her breast, the swell 
heavy in his palm, the nipple already swollen and hard, shudders wracking her frame as he dragged his thumb 
over the tip. 


Catherine's hand slid down his arm, feeling the strength in the muscle as his hand kneaded her breast, her 
body arching up to press more of her flesh into his hand, the weight of his leg over her thighs pinning her to 
the bed. Her hand wandered over his side, feeling the power under the skin, down over his hip until they 
reached his thigh, the hair rough against her hand, thickening as she moved closer to his groin 


Sascha groaned, lifting his head and staring into her eyes as her hand closed around him, his hips pushing 
forward into the loose grip of her fingers. Placing her other hand on his chest, Catherine stroked the smooth 
skin, rubbing the hard buds of his nipples, smiling as he grunted and pushed his cock against her. 


"Tease." 


"Nay, just trying to figure the best way to get you where | can taste this. 
Sascha rolled over, hissing as his back hit the bed. "This good?" 

Catherine rolled onto her side, her hand still wrapped around him. "It doesnt hurt?" 

Sascha grinned. "I will suffer" 

Catherine got up on her knees, grinning. "Cor, so much of you | don't know where to start" 

Sascha curled his arm up to rest his hand on her hip. "There is no place better than the top to begin" 
Catherine laughed, surprised to feel her cheeks heat as she blushed. “Aye, love, there isn't" 


Leaning over him, she kissed him, bracing herself on one hand and letting the other drag over his chest and 
stomach, her tongue teasing his, drawing Sascha's into her mouth and sucking, closing her teeth gently and 
laughing into his mouth when he growled. A sideways slide of her mouth, tasting the hair roughened skin of his 
cheek, Sascha's head tipping back as her mouth moved to his throat, her hand never stopping, her nails leaving 


faint red trails on his skin, over his ribs and up to scratch across his nipples. 


Sascha's hand moved from her hip, reaching up to pull the pins from her hair, letting the strands tumble 
around her shoulders. Slipping his hand under her hair, he stroked the back of Catherine's neck with his thumb, 
feeling her shiver, her breath catching against the hollow in his throat where her lips rested. A dart of her 
tongue and it was his turn to shudder, the wet tip tracing his collarbone as she lapped her way down onto his 


chest. 


Catherine's fingers moved down, grazing over the thin line of hair leading down to his groin, her mouth 
capturing a nipple and sucking, nipping the bud and then rolling it with her tongue, Sascha's groans getting 
louder. Down further still, her fingers bumping the head of his cock as it stretched up to meet her, her 
tongue rasping over his chest and teasing his other nipple before her tongue continued its slow path, licking the 
light sweat that formed on his skin, his breathing getting deeper, his hand on her neck gently urging her on 


Catherine barely lifted her mouth from his body, just enough so her words were clear. "Ready, love?" 


Sascha understood the warning was to keep him from moving too fast and hurting his back, but nothing could 
have stopped him from arching off the bed, crying out half in pleasure and half in pain when she sucked the 
head of his cock into her mouth, her lips tight, the cavern wet and hot, her tongue finding the slit and probing 
it gently. Sascha's free hand moved to his chest, rolling and tugging his nipples, panting quietly as Catherine's 
mouth took in more of his shaft. 


Lifting his head, he watched as she drew her mouth back up the shaft, her tongue dragging over the skin, 
running the underside over the head and wrapping one hand around the base, stroking up to meet the descent 


of her mouth, moving in opposite directions, her fingers teasing the skin under his balls. Sascha's head thumped 
back down on the bed, his eyes screwed shut as he fought the instinct to thrust into her mouth, to bury 
himself in the clinging heat, moaning when he felt the back of her throat against the tip. Catherine swallowed, 
bringing a sharp cry from him as the head slipped into her throat, her mouth taking more of him in, the hair 
of his groin tickling her lips as she drew up a bit. 


Taking a deep breath in through her nose, Catherine rammed her face down, taking his cock down to the root. 


Sascha's hand tangled in her hair, holding her head while his hips lifted, unable to keep from grinding against 
her face as she swallowed around him. Feeling her push against his hand, he eased the pressure, his panting 
heavier as her mouth worked back up the shaft, her tongue always moving, her fingers now rolling his balls. 
Pausing with her lips just below the head, Catherine swooped down again, no warning this time as she took his 
cock into her throat, Sascha crying out again, arching up and fucking her mouth. 


Sascha's cock was in heaven. A wet, hot, sucking, licking, lapping, nipping needy heaven that hungered for every 
bit of his flesh, tracing veins and ridges, bumps and flares, never stopping, one moment tight and sucking so 
hard that it felt as if it would pull the skin from his body, the next soft and loose and teasing, his balls 


prodded and caressed and rolled and rubbed, each second a new feeling, a new pleasure. 
With a reluctant groan, Sascha slid his hand under Catherine's jaw, lifting her head. "Stop, now or | will come." 


Catherine let his cock slip from her lips, the head resting on her chin, leaving a gleaming trail of precum and 


saliva. "Best thing about you boys, it works more than once." 
And she swallowed him again. 


Sascha didn't fight the urges this time, fucking her mouth with strong strokes, Catherine's throat open and 
accepting each thrust of the head. Tilting his head back, Sascha felt his balls tighten in her hand, the massage 
now rough and demanding, the strong sucking motions of her mouth pulling his seed up into the tube, 
demanding its release. The heat hit the base of his spine, traveling up into his brain and setting off bursts of 
white and black spots that danced behind his eyes, his cock swelling, each thrust another step closer, closer, 
until a scrape of Catherine's teeth up the shaft followed by a hard twisting suck and a squeeze of his balls 
and the spots exploded, his voice choking out a hoarse cry as he shuddered and came, his seed splashing 
against the roof of her mouth, her throat contracting as she swallowed, the head slipping down to drain the 
rest of his come straight down into her gullet. 


Shifting, moaning, his hips still thrusting weakly, Sascha tried to lift his head, giving up and instead just lying 
there panting, his hands falling to his sides. Catherine slowly lifted her mouth back up the shaft, a last strong 
suck that made him groan and shudder again, his muscles trembling, the room filled with his harsh breathing. 
Sitting up, she curled around to sit against his hip, leaning over and resting her chin on his chest, grinning. 


"Alright there, love?" 


Sascha waved a hand, letting it fall against her thigh. "Wait. | will.show you. am..alright." 
"Take a few breaths there first, love." 


Sascha lifted his head. "Come here." 


Catherine sighed, shifting up on her knees. "Right, here I..." Letting out a laughing shriek when he pulled her 
down onto his chest, Catherine nipped his chin. "Cor, there's still some life in the boy." 


Sascha rolled her over, taking her arms and pinning them over her head, "Aye, there is" 


Catherine sighed, turning her head to the side and offering her neck as his teeth nibbled her pulse, his tongue 
licking the sweat from her skin and he nuzzled his lips behind her ear, making her giggle and squirm. "That 
tickles!" 


Sascha raised his head, grinning down at her. "Is nothing to what | am going to tickle." 
Catherine sucked in her breath. "Well then, get to tickling it, love." 


Sascha nodded, lowering his head and brushing his mouth against hers, soft touches of his lips back and forth, 
his tongue darting out to lap at her lips. Moaning, Catherine opened her mouth, inviting him deeper, grumbling 
when he laughed and continued to tease. Holding her wrists in one hand, Sascha rose on his knees, slipping his 
other hand between her legs and dragging a finger up through her slit. Catherine cried out, the light touch of 
the rough pad over her clit making her shudder, her legs spreading to give him more room. Sascha straddled 
her thigh, letting himself crouch down until his balls were pressed against her, still keeping most of his weight 


on his own legs. 


For every bit of delicious and pleasurable torture Catherine had given him, he proceeded to begin to pay it 
back to her in spades. 


His mouth back on her neck, sucking, licking, sharp nips and then long, soothing swipes of his tongue, his fingers 
moving back and forth between her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, pinching them gently, a slight tug, 
then flattening his palm over her breast and moving it in slow circles, the bud catching against his skin, 
dragging and stuttering over the edges of skin He rocked his hips gently, rubbing his balls on her thighs, 
Catherine's other leg coming up to curl over his hip, rubbing against his, seeking more of his touch. 


Sascha's mouth worked its way down, nuzzling his face between her breasts, making her whimper and shiver 
as the hair roughed skin scratched her flesh, his tongue teasing over the swell of her breast and finding her 
ripple, long slow licks over the bed until she cursed and struggled. Grinning, Sascha sucked it into his mouth, 
holding the nub in his teeth and biting it gently, letting it go only to rasp his tongue over it again 


Back down over the swell, stoping to lap a path between before journeying up the other side, nipping and 
sucking, leaving a trail of red marks on her skin, her breath coming fast, her body shaking with need. Bringing 


her arms down to rest on her chest, Sascha slid down the bed, his balls dragging down her leg, his mouth 


teasing the soft flesh of her stomach. Catherine suddenly shifted, trying to push his head away. 
"Cor, love, don't.” 

Sascha raised his head, his eyes reflecting his confusion. "What?" 

"One way or the other, just." 

Sascha dropped his head back down, rubbing his face over the swell. "Why, is not good?" 
Catherine felt the prick of tears. "Just.. don't, alright?" 

"Nay, tell me why." 

Catherine turned her head, trying to pull her hands free. "Nothing pretty about it" 


Sascha laughed, dropping light kisses over her stomach. "Is only one thing that needs to be not soft Catherine, 
and that is my cock" 


Catherine shook her head. "Please, just..." 


"Is alright, | will stop." The gentleness in his voice made her eyes prick again. He did as he said, running his 
tongue lower and tracing the hair on her groin. Sascha released her wrists, lifting himself on his hands and 
knees and moving between her legs, lowering himself slowly, extending his tongue and licking the soft patch of 
hair, delving down and finding the very top of her slit. 


Catherine moaned, her fingers reaching down to grip his hair, bending her legs and spreading herself open for 
him. 


Sascha carefully spread the lips of her sex, glancing up and see her chin as she tilted her head back, her legs 
trembling against his shoulders. Extending his tongue, he flicked the tip over her clit, grinning slightly when she 
shuddered, a long, shaky moan drifting down to his ears. Another flick, then a long, slow lick down the slit, 
finding her opening and pressing the tip of his tongue inside, pulling back and lapping slowly back up to the bud, 
circling it with his tongue, placing it flat over the nub and rubbing it back and forth, Catherine now writhing 
under him, hands tugging at his hair. 


Slipping his hand between her legs, Sascha pushed a finger inside her as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking, 
scraping it gently with his teeth and then rolling his tongue over and around, thrusting his finger, feeling the 

walls close around him. Adding a second, Sascha felt her thrust up to meet the inward push, her hips rocking 
against his mouth, the bud hard under his tongue, the soft grip around his fingers pulsing with the 


contractions of her muscles. 


Catherine yanked his hair in protest when he slid his fingers out, the grumble changing to a moan when he 
nipped her clit, sliding his little finger into her hole. Lifting her head, she glared down at him, ready to complain 
about the loss in size that had filled her when he slid that finger from her as well. 


Sascha bent his ring finger into his palm, holding it with his thumb and turned his hand sideways, pushing his 
index and middle finger back inside her, only this time adding his pinky to the onslaught, sliding it into her arse. 
Catherine arced up off the bed, letting out a shrill cry as he thrust his fingers deep, drawing his hand back 
and closing his mouth back over her clit, shoving them forward again, licking and sucking, lapping and teasing, 


his fingers thrusting rapidly in and out of her holes. 


Catherine could feel every nerve in her body and they all seemed to end under his touch, under his mouth, 
the fires that she thought would consume earlier paling in comparison to the white hot bolts of lust that 
wracked her body and mind, her world narrowing down to just the feelings invoked by their passion, every 
fiber of her being twisting into a knot, tighter and tighter, slowly breaking strand by strand until she was a 
single mass of sensation, crashing from one wave of pleasure to the next, feeling not the bed under her, nor 
the silken strands of his hair clutched in desperate fingers, everything centered in her being, her gasps and 
moans rising in volume, the trembles becoming shakes, the shakes shudders until with a soundless scream her 
body arched, muscles locking as she gave a violent shake that seemed to go from her head to her toes, 
rippling, throbbing grabbing his fingers in a velvet vise as she came, her juices flowing down over his hand and 
onto the bed, wracked with spasms as she jerked and writhed, rubbing herself against Sascha's face, fucking 
herself with his hand, colors and pinpoints of light whirling in her mind. 


Still shaking, Catherine collapsed back onto the bed, let out a soft cry as Sascha slipped his fingers from inside 
her, giving her clit a kiss and laughing when she squealed. Getting up on his knees, he watched her, her eyes 


sated and heavy, a small shake of her head as he licked his fingers clean of her come. 
Catherine's eyes ran down his chest, groaning when she saw his stiff cock, risen again. 
"Give me a minute, love, | think you've done me in" 


Sascha walked forward on his knees, giving her a wink and letting his cock rub over her slit. "Not yet | have 


not." 


Sascha leaned over and kissed her, each tasting themselves, tongues stroking and rolling together, playful and 
slow, the initial urgency sated in both. Sascha lifted Catherine's leg, pulling his mouth free and kissing her 
cheek. "Turn onto your side." 


Catherine rolled, Sascha pushing forward as she settled onto her side, the head of his cock finding its way 
inside her, her body responding by gripping his tightly as he thrust slowly, watching as the shaft disappeared 
inch by inch until he felt the wet heat against his groin. Catherine moaned, sliding her hand around her thigh 
and lifting her leg higher, her eyes closed. Sascha pulled back slowly, leaving just the tip of his cock inside her 
before giving another long push, burying himself again. He held there for a moment, feeling the slick inner walls 


clench and relax around him before beginning a slow, steady rhythm, touching and caressing her face and body 


as he leaned over her, holding his weight on one arm, gentle, easy strokes filling her completely before 


withdrawing, leaving her aching, only to fill her again 


Quiet words, touches, sweat covered flesh that shimmered in the strong silver light from the moon, subtle 
shifts and movements reaching deeper places, breathing in the scent of passion, of heat, of desire. Pressing his 


groin against her, Sascha bent lower, kissing and licking her neck, putting his lips to her ear. 
"Turn on your knees." 


Catherine let his hand on her hip guide her up, his cock still inside her, the change in position making him feel 
even larger as he arranged her in front of him, his hands reaching around and cupping her breasts as he 


resumed thrusting. 


Catherine could feel more of his weight on her back, rocking forward on her knees before pushing back to 
accept the press of his cock, arching her back against his chest as he buried his face in her neck, words of 
pleasure breathed over her skin, the heat of his breath making her shiver, his cock jabbing a bit harder now, 
his motions quickening. Sascha turned his head, biting her shoulder, his hand slipping between her thighs and 
stroking her, feeling her tighten around him, the rocking motions of her hips faster and more insistent, soft 
moans sighed from her throat. 


Sascha ground his teeth, wanting to drag this out, to make it last. He could feel the first flashes of heat in his 
spine, his balls drawing up, slapping against Catherine with every stroke inside her, silk wrapped in velvet, 
spreading and contracting, opening places much deeper than the physical joining of their bodies, so immersed in 
each other that when Sascha pulled out and turned to lie flat on the bed, settling his back gently against the 
mattress, he simply took Catherine's hand to steady her as she straddled him, resting a hand on his chest as 
she bent forward, Sascha's hand grasping his cock and holding it steady while she impaled herself on the head, 


sitting up on her knees and lowering herself to take him back into her wet heat. 


Sascha's hands held her hips and she leaned forward, placing her palms flat on his chest, using her thighs to 
raise and lower herself onto him, rocking her hips as she felt the hair of his groin against her flesh, dragging 
her clit against him before lifting again. Sascha lay still, letting Catherine set the pace, simply helping her move 
up the shaft and balancing her as she took his cock back into her body, the slap of their flesh becoming 


louder, breaths coming faster, hearts thumping as sweat slick skin slipped and slid. 


Sascha sat up, wrapping his arm around Catherine's waist and holding her tightly as he flexed his hips, grinding 
himself inside her. He rolled her, turning her onto her back and landing between her thighs, continuing the 
powerful strokes. Catherine's legs wrapped around his hips, her heels digging into his arse as he thrust faster, 
driving his cock deep then hammering her with short, fast strokes, her nails digging into his arms, the soft 


moans rising, his own sobbing groans mixing with her sharp cries. 


Dropping his head, Sascha sought her mouth, ignoring the screaming pain in his back as he nearly bent double, 
kissing her hard, fucking her mouth with his tongue as his cock stabbed inside her, faster and higher, both 
shaking, both feeling the signs that they were near the limit of what their bodies could stand. 


Catherine felt the tingling begin in her limbs, the knot of tension growing in her groin, gathering the flashes 

into that knot and pulling it tighter, tighter still until she was crying his name, begging for him to prolong the 
sweet torture with one breath and then pleading with him to end it the next. Her scream was nearly as much 
of relief as release when she shuddered under him, ripping the flesh of his shoulders with her nails, clenching 


around him, lifting herself from the bed to pull him as deep as she could as she came, spasms wracking her 


body. 

Sascha threw back his head, his bellow nearly as loud as her cry, ramming his cock hard and fast into the 
pulsing heat that milked his shaft, dragging the seed from his balls, spurting deep inside her as his body jerked 
above her, colors exploding in his mind, slivers that stabbed into his eyes and wrung another guttural cry 
from deep in his chest. 

Twisting his body, Sascha fell to the bed beside her, groaning as she whimpered when his cock was roughly 
jerked from inside her. Turning onto his side, he gathered her against him, pushing sweat tangled hair back 
from her face and stroking her cheek with a trembling hand. Catherine pressed herself to his chest, feeling 
the pounding of his heart under her cheek and the shaking muscles in the arms that enfolded her. 

Neither was able to speak for several minutes, simply trying to gather sanity while their breathing slowed and 
their racing hearts settled A soft chuckle from Sascha made Catherine tip her head back, looking up into his 
eyes. "What are you so bloody smug about, love?" 

‘| am good." 

Sascha grunted when Catherine poked a finger into his ribs. "You? Don't be taking all the credit for that now." 
"Aye, but | am not the one who called my name." 

Catherine snorted. "| was just trying to get your attention" 

Sascha grinned down at her. "You had my attention" 

Catherine batted her eyes. "That's cause l'm good." 


Sascha grinned, kissing her forehead. "Aye, you are." 


Catherine shivered, the air cool on her heated skin. Sascha sat up and reached for the bedclothes that had 


somehow ended up in a heap on the floor, wincing and swearing as his back pulled. Catherine sat up. "Wait, love. 


Slipping from the bed, she stumbled, groaning. "Cor, if | can't walk tomorrow your arse is carrying me around." 
Sascha laughed. "I have a place you can sit." 


Catherine picked up the salve and headed back to the bed, shaking her head. "I bet you do. Now, turn round and 


let me put this on your back. Never going to get you healed up with these kind of antics." 


Sascha dropped his head, sighing as she gently smeared the salve over his back. Finished, Catherine set it on 
the table beside the bed and started to walk around, shrieking when he snatched her up and lifted her over his 
body to place her back in her spot. Giggling, she stretched out, watching as he pulled the blankets over them 
before stretching out on his side next to her. 


Sascha took her hand, kissing the palm and then drawing her to him, wrapping his arms around her and curving 


his body to fit against her. Sated and secure, they drifted off to sleep. 


Twelve 
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‘Madam, it might be a good idea for those of us who are not used to riding to spend some time today learning 


not to fall off" 
Ella giggled. "Aye, that's a good idea, Michael. And | can't wait to see Sascha and Markus on a horse." 
Kirk nearly choked on his coffee. "Oh, the poor horses." 


Michael raised an eyebrow, staring at Kirk. "It would be very easy for me to comment on hidden strength to 


carry a much greater weight, Kirk" 

Ella's jaw dropped. "Michael!" 

‘It goes for you as well, Madam. And compared to Edward, Kirk is much smaller. 

Kirk flushed. "I thought you meant..." 

Michael frowned. "Nay, Kirk. Although, again, would look like a Frigate sitting in a longboat:" 


This time Kirk did choke. Ella pounded him on the back, glaring at Michael. "You are not even close to being as 


amusing as you find yourself at times." 


Getting his breath back, Kirk coughed several times to clear the last of the coffee from his windpipe and then 
giggled. "Aye, Ella. But the thought of what he said is very funny. The poor longboat:" 


A knock at the door cut Ella off before she could give Kirk more than a couple of reasons not to encourage 


him. Getting to her feet, Ella went and answered, greeting Bruce and Steve. 
"Ah, here, Ella, more opinions. Would you find the idea of a Frigate sitting in a longboat amusing?" 


Bruce and Steve looked at each other before turning puzzled eyes to Michael. "Why would a Frigate be sitting 


in a longboat?" 
"Exactly! But he finds himself amusing, Bruce." Ella retook her seat. "Have you had breakfast?" 


Steve nodded. "I'm still unclear on this." 


Michael rolled his eyes. "I was comparing that to the idea of Edward on Kirk. Or even Sascha on Kirk. Or myself 


on Ella" 
Steve snickered. "Aye, now when you put it with that, its funny.” 
"Hal" Michael shook his finger at Ella. "You just do not understand the humor, madam." 


Ella rose to answer another knock on the door. "That is because | am not a man, Michael." Opening the door, 


she rolled her eyes. "And look, more men!" 

Andi and Markus exchanged glances. Andi scratched his head. "Should we come back later?" 

"Oh, nay! Come in, Michael is entertaining us with masculine humor!" Before Ella could close the door, Dani and 
Rob arrived with Sascha and Catherine trailing down the hall behind them. The loud laughter and conversation 
faded when Catherine and Sascha entered, Weikath raising his voice and calling for quiet when he saw the 
drawn faces of the pair. 

"Are you both well?" 

Andi snorted. "Oh, they are well." 

Markus grinned. "Very well. 

Dari rolled his eyes. "A bit tired | would guess." 


Rob yawned. "And we aren't?" 


Sascha shifted his feet, looking down at Catherine with a fond expression on his face. "We are fine, Captain 


Weikath." 

"Fine?" Andi elbowed Markus. "They are fine." 

Markus nodded. "That is good, we were not sure they would be." 
Michael frowned. "Why not?" 

Dani snickered. "Because it sounded like they were being killed last night” 
Catherine blushed, Sascha's face splitting into a satisfied smirk. 


Andi started laughing, holding onto Markus' arm for support. "Aye! Oh..Saschal Sascha.Saschal" 


Markus snickered. "Aye, at least we knew who was killing her." 


Dari was snorting as well, waving his hands. "Aye, and don't forget..." He threw back his head and let out a 


beastly howl, sending everyone in the room into hysterics. 

Even Catherine and Sascha were grinning, and when Markus swooped Andi into his arms and the two began 
making loud grunts, groans, squeals and other rude sounds they started to laugh. Ella and Kirk were giggling so 
hard they were leaning on each other, and even Michael's face was red from laughing. 

Catherine fanned her heated face with her hand. "Cor, sorry boys, didn't know we were that bloody loud" 

Rob wiped his eyes. "What | wanted to know was what was the crash that shook the walls?" 

Sascha srickered. "I fell out of bed" 

Weikath groaned and covered his eyes. "I do not think we need to know why." 

"She bit my arse." 

"Sascha!" Catherine smacked his arm. 


Andi burst out laughing again, nodding vigorously. "Aye! Was just like that! Saschaaaaaaaaaal" 


Steve used the heels of his hands to wipe the tears off his face. "Cor, try having your cabin next to Edward's 
for years. You learn to sleep right through it" 


Kirk snorted. "Oh please. Edward is quiet when compared to you and Bruce." 


The blush that covered Steve's face set everyone off again. Weikath nodded. "I have to agree with Kirk, some 
nights on the Helloween | thought you would sink the ship." 


Catherine looked puzzled for a moment. "Hang on! You mean that you and you," pointing at Bruce and Steve, 
"and you and you," now Markus and Andi, "you and you," indicating Rob and Dani, "and you," eyes now on Kirk, " 
and the one that came off the ship yesterday are..2" 


Weikath nodded in the sudden silence, his eyes narrowed. "Aye, and others. You have problems with that?" 


Catherine shrugged. "Nay, why would |? What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. | like a good bit of 


cock as much as anyone." 
"Aye, we know! Saschaaaaaaaaaaaal" 


Andis cry set them all off again. Weikath suddenly choked, Markus jumping to his aid and pounding his back 


Red faced and wheezing when he finally got control of himself, Weikath looked directly at Ella. "Now, madam, do 
you see it? That is indeed a Frigate and a longboat:" 


Michael, Ella, Kirk, Steve and Bruce set off again, the rest exchanging puzzled looks. "Don't ask," Ella managed to 
gasp out between giggles, "just, don't ask." 


If breakfast was amusing, the rest of the day promised to be a comedy of epic proportions. Again moving 
around the port in small groups of two or three, the pirates agreed to meet a little ways outside of town in a 
clearing that Ale told them was there, even drawing several maps for them to follow. He and Kirk stayed 
behind in Kirk's room, keeping as out of sight as they could, while Adrian and Jason, both knowing how to stay 


on a horse, made themselves part of the milling crowds, keeping an eye on the jail 

The rest assembled in the clearing, a few eyeing the horses with some displeasure and a couple with outright 
fear. The sight of the horses that had been chosen for Markus and Sascha had everyone snorting with 
laughter, the long faces of both so placid they looked as if at any moment they would fall asleep, standing with 


one hip sagging, hooves as big as dinner plates and backs broad enough for a table of six. 


Markus warily approached his mount, leaning back when the horse extended his neck to sniff him, the long 


whiskers on his muzzle twitching. "ls he trying to eat me?" 
Sascha stood a short distance away, eyeing the one chosen for him. "I think they already ate someone." 


Bruce snorted. "Nay, he's just trying to smell you, its how they get to know you. Just step up and pat him, 
like this." Bruce rubbed the long nose. "He won't bite Markus, just get your arse over here." 


Markus sighed and stepped forward, reaching out a hand that had a decided tremor. His fingers brushed the 
hard, bony nose, stroking down to the soft muzzle, laughing when the horse's lips twitched. "So, he will not eat 
me?" 


"Well, not if you don't stick your fingers in his mouth." 


Markus yanked his hand back, startling the horse. He threw his head up, nearly lifting Bruce off the ground as 
he clutched at the reins. "Nay, I'll walk!" Markus backed off, eyeing the now tossing head. 


Catherine rolled her eyes at a very reluctant Sascha. "Come on, you can't do anything from half a field away." 
"| will walk with Markus." 


Catherine threw up her hands. "Oh for fuck's sake you big babe! Come on!" Putting her hands on his arse, she 
pushed Sascha forward. "It's a bloody horse! Get your big arse over there!" 


Sascha took several reluctant steps, stopping so fast Catherine nearly crashed into him. 

"He is looking at me." 

‘I'm sure he is," Catherine snorted, "probably wondering who the great bloody oaf is thats coming at him" 
Sascha sighed. "Do not let him eat me." 

Catherine snickered. "If he ate you love, he'd have bloody stomach pains for a week." 

Grumbling, Sascha let her take his hand and pull him over to the horse. 


A short time later, anyone that was still able to stand was trying to push the men up onto the horse's backs. 
Andi, Dani, Rob, Janick and Davey were all flat on the ground, so weak from laughing they could barely lift 
their heads, let alone lift the two giants. 


Ella and Catherine each held a set of reins; Uli, Henjo, Kai and Nicko trying to push Sascha high enough to swing 
his leg over, while Michael, Bruce and Steve were hoisting Markus. Although not much progress was being 
made, the cursing and bellowing was enough to keep the two women in uncontrollable fits of giggles, trying to 


encourage the men between desperate attempts to breathe. 


A shout of triumph from Markus as his leg went over the broad back was short lived as his momentum 
carried him completely over and off the other side, hitting the ground with a loud thud, sending the three men 
who had been lifting him straight to the ground, snorting and hooting. 


Taking a lesson from the others, when Sascha got his leg over the four stopped pushing, grabbing onto his leg 
to keep him upright as he carefully sat up, his hand clutching the coarse mane, his eyes huge as he looked at 
the ground. "Is a long way down!" 


Catherine rolled her eyes. "Cor love, you should be used to that! Now sit still while we get that other fool up.” 


This time, with three pushing and four waiting to catch him from sailing off the other side, they managed to 
get Markus up on his horse, his eyes as wide as Sascha's, shaking so hard even his curls were trembling. With 
gentle orders to hold on, Catherine and Ella began leading the horses around, Sascha's first reaction being to 
throw himself forward and cling to the animal's neck, Markus clamping his legs so tight that his mount snorted 
and sidestepped, sending him back to the ground in a heap. 


Once they had Markus back in place, Bruce shook his head. "It might be easier if you watch how to do it first” 


Going to his mount, he put his foot in the stirrup and swung easily aboard, drawing groans from the two. 
Grinning, he gathered the reins and nudged the horse with his heels, setting off in an easy walk. "Don't try to 
sit still as much as let the motion move you with him." Tapping his heels again, Bruce sent the horse into a 


trot, looping around them in large circles. Posing, balanced on the balls of his feet, he turned the horse left and 


right, explaining the press of his legs and the slight pull on the reins that made the horse change direction. 


Markus and Sascha watched. Although neither one looked as if they were sure of what he was doing, they 
were at least paying attention. The clearing was soon filled with the sounds of hoofbeats as the rest took a 
turn getting used to their mounts, the friendly rivalry that always exists rearing its head and the showing off 
began; whose horse was faster, whose could turn quicker, who could crouch behind the beasts neck and fire a 
pistol -- but the crowning moment came when Bruce pulled his horse to a stop and dismounted, all eyes on 
him as he shouted, startling the animal into bolting, running several steps along beside it before grabbing a 
handful of mane and leaping into the air, landing astride the running horse. Pulling it to a stop, Bruce gave the 


booing and hissing group a bow before guiding his horse over beside Steve's. 

"Bloody showoff." 

Bruce grinned. "Aye, and what of it Harris?" 

Andi looked up from the patch of grass he had flopped down on. "Like to see you try that on Harry!" 


Bruce laughed, Steve's face flushing at Andi's remark. "Just be glad Markus isn't as reluctant to mount you as 


he is that horse, Andil" 


Catherine let out an exasperated sigh. "Excuse me lads, but could we get down to the business we're here 


for?" 


Michael reined his horse over to the still nervous pair. "Madam, you and Catherine take them aside and show 


them. There is too many trying to help and | think it is only more confusing." 
Ella looked up at him, arcing an eyebrow. "I thought you didn't know how to ride either, Michael?" 
"Nay, | did not say | did not know how, | just do not like it. | prefer my ship, madam." 


"Hey, Sascha!" Andi's word were broken by snorts of laughter. "Just pretend.that you are..riding Catherine! T o 
help you..think this, have her call you like this..Saschaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaal" He collapsed back on the ground, 
laughing hysterically, sending the rest of the men around him off. 


The laughter petered out as Catherine stalked across the grass, Andi sitting up and looking a bit nervous as 
she approached. Stopping in front of him, Catherine bent over and patted his cheek "Right, now, maybe if you 
paid more attention to what was going on in your bed and less in ours, we'd get to hear Markus calling your 
name. I'm sure if you asked nicely, Sascha would give you a few lessons." She paused, and cocked an eyebrow at 
him, archly. "You're not too rank - so if you ask nicely enough, even / willl" Giving his cheek a final pat, 
Catherine turned and sauntered off, grinning at the rising tide of laughter behind her. 


Michael shook his head, canting his eyes over at a grinning Sascha. "She is something.” 


"Aye, she is." Sascha's face sobered. "| do not want to leave her here." 


Michael snorted, backing his horse up. "Then do not. But make sure is what she wants as well” Turning to Ella, 
he shook his finger at her. "And you, madam, stay out of it. Is up to him and his woman, has nothing to do 


with mine." 


Ella giggled, sticking her tongue out at his retreating back. 


By the end of the day, both Markus and Sascha were somewhat comfortable on the backs of the horses, 
Sascha finally getting over his tendency to fling himself forward and wrap his arms around his mount's neck 
and Markus actually spending most of the time on the horse instead of sitting on the ground beside it. The last 
to leave the clearing were Bruce, Steve, Michael and Ella, riding leisurely back to the stables before leaving 
their horses with the stable hand, instructing him to have them ready for travel first thing in the morning. 


Strolling back to their lodgings, they overheard quite a bit of conversation about the pirate captain who 
awaited transport to London to be hung, none of which was complementary; most of it had Steve grinding his 
teeth so hard that Bruce thought he was going to have to fling him to the ground to keep him from launching 
himself at some of the speakers. 


"Come on. Just ignore them, lets get back and..." Bruce's words froze on his lips, his eyes tracking someone. 


Steve followed his eyes, letting out a hiss. Michael looked as well, his eyebrows shooting up. "Well, is the other 
Kirk." 


Ella tried to look without craning her neck. "I can't see him." 

Indeed, walking through the crowd was the man they had seen leave the ship, only this time the hood was 
thrown back to expose his face. He was Kirk's height, Kirk's build, long black curls framing his face, and upon 
closer inspection he also had the same metal adornments - at least, those on his face. Feature wise, he 
resembled Kirk enough that seen from a distance you would be hard pressed to tell one from the other. 

"l'm going to follow him." 

And before anyone could protest, Steve disappeared into the crowd. 

"Fuck!" 

Bruce's exclamation drew the attention of several passersby. Michael grabbed his arm. "You need to get back 


to the lodging, now. Too many are looking at you." Taking Ella's arm with his other hand, Michael urged them 


along. "Harry can take care of himself. He will meet us there." 


Bruce's eyes searched in vain as they hurried through the streets. Neither the doppleganger, nor Steve, was 


anywhere to be seen. 


Startled, Kirk shot out of his chair, backing away, Ale leaping to his feet and getting between Kirk and Bruce. 
Bruce swore, holding up his hands. "Sorry. Kirk, this may be a strange question, but do you have a twin?" 
Kirk shook his head. "Nay, why?" 


"Or a brother, or someone who closely resembles you in looks and build?" Michael and Ella had come in behind 


Bruce. 

"Several. Brothers that is, and we all look similar. And a cousin or two. Again, why Michael?" 
"We saw the man who they have acting as you." 

Kirk's eyes flashed. "Where?" 

"On the way here from the stables. Steve followed him." 

Kirk sank back into his chair. "Oh, nay" 

Bruce dropped onto the bed. "Aye, | feel the same. Now all we can is wait 


"Right! So, who is up for a good meal and some..." Nicko barged through the door and stopped in mid-sentence, 
eyeing the new arrivals, the worry clearly written on everyone's face. "What's going on?" 


Ale shook his head. "Steve went off to follow Kirk's imposter." 


Nicko sat down heavily next to Bruce. "Alone?" Bruce nodded, elbows resting on his knees, his face creased with 


worry. "Oh, fuck," Nicko sighed. "Damn you, Harry. Always have to be the bloody hero." 


Silence fell over the room, worry shrouding them all in a cloak of misery, waiting and wondering when or if the 


Maiden's first mate would return. 


Just as it seemed the tension would make one of them explode, a knock on the door brought all but Ella to 
their feet, Bruce nearly running over Michael to answer it. Yanking it open, he was prepared to grab Steve, half 
wanting to kill him, half wanting to scream at him but either way just to see and touch him. "If you ever." 


Bruce's expression fell. Backing up, he turned from the door, going to the window and staring out into the 


growing darkness. 

A worried looking Kai entered the room with Henjo and Jason on his heels. "Bruce? What is wrong?" 
Michael sighed. "ls Harry. He followed that man who is acting as Kirk and has not returned” 

Kai chewed his lip. "How long?" 


Michael shrugged. "Was this afternoon" The three exchanged glances, Michael's eyes narrowing as he watched 


them. "Kai, what is it?" 
Kai shrugged. "Michael, it is better if we talk outside." 
Bruce spun away from the window. "Nay! What is it?" 


Kai rubbed his forehead. "Was something at the jail tonight. | do not know what it was but | heard they 


brought in another prisoner." 


Bruce sucked in a breath, staggering back a pace before Ale grabbed him, leading him back to his seat and 
pushing him down, “Sit, Captain Dickinson, I'm sure it isn't Mr. Harry.’ 


Kai shook his head. "It might be. They said it was a pirate." 

Ella bit her lip to keep the tears from starting, Kirk pulling his legs up onto the chair and bending his head to 
rest on his knees. Michael's already pale skin went even whiter, three strides taking him to Bruce's side, his 
hand gripping his shoulder. Nicko and Ale just looked stunned. Bruce's head had dropped forward; it seemed as if 
the only thing keeping him from falling out of the chair was the strong grip Michael had on him. Michael felt 
the shudder run through his frame, Bruce's head slowly lifting, his eyes dulled with pain. 

"Did they say anything else? Anything at all?" 


The three exchanged again exchanged glances. 


Kai sighed. "They said he was from the hron Maiden" 


Henjo and Jason had been dispatched to inform the rest of the group what was happening, Michael telling them 
to only say that Steve had not returned from following the man, but to leave out any mention of another 
pirate being captured. Ale clung miserably to Nicko, and Kai had slipped out to see if he could pick up any more 
information, taking Ella with him so that they would simply appear a couple out for an evening stroll. 


Michael was nearly as miserable as Bruce; whereas Bruce stared out the window, Michael paced, long legs 


making it from one side of the room to the other in just a few strides before spinning on his heel and stalking 
across again. Kirk sat in abject misery; he had not spoken at all, every once in a while raising his eyes and 
staring at Bruce before dropping his head back to his knees. 

The crash of Michael's fist on the table made everyone jump. "Damn fuck! | cannot stand this waiting!" 

Bruce's voice was flat. "There is nothing else we can do." 


"lm sorry.” 


The pain soaked words made all eyes turn to Kirk. Bruce frowned, glancing at Michael before looking back. "For 
what?" 


"lf | hadn't..." 
Michael shook his head. "Nay, do not do this. This is no more your fault than it is that Edward was captured." 


Bruce sighed. "Nay, Kirk, it isn't. If Steve wasn't so bloody mulish he would be here. But he had to go off on his 
own and." Bruce shook his head, rubbing his eyes. "Fuck! Why is he so bloody hardheaded!" 


The door opening made everyone snap around, but Ella and Kai were looking even more dejected than when they 
had left. Shaking their heads at the hopeful looks, Ella went straight to Michael and burrowed against him, 
finally giving in to the tears that had been threatening since Kai had told them the news. Wrapping his arms 
around her, Michael did his best to soothe her, his own worry and misery too great to do much more than 


rock her gently. 

Another knock, Kai turning to answer the door, admitting Sascha and Catherine. Taking one look around, 
Catherine turned her eyes up to him, taking a deep breath when he nodded. "Right, not sure how far | will get 
but if you'll let me I'm willing to give it a try." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"No one is going to say anything with Ella around, she's too much of a lady for bawdy tales and gossip. Me, | 
look like a tavern server, so lips tend to loosen round me. | can go round to some of the taverns and see if | 


hear anything about him being seen" 


Bruce forced a pained smile. "We have already heard something. There was a pirate that was taken this eve, 


one from the Iron Maiden" 
Sascha groaned. Catherine's face blanched. "Cor, that's not good news. Right then, | can go to the jail.” 


Sascha snorted. "And what will you do at the jail?" 


"Tell them my touched in the head husband has gone off again and that he likes to go round bragging he's a 
pirate. | was told they captured a pirate today and see if they'll let me have a look at who they got, make 


sure it isn't a harmless idiot." 
Michael chuckled. "It is a nice thing to offer but is too dangerous." 
Bruce nodded. "Aye, my thanks but Michael is right." 


Catherine's eyes darkened. "Right. Listen you bloody bastards, | am not some sweet innocent maid or lady -- no 
offense to you Ella -- who doesn't know how things work. | can get in, look around and get out" Taking a deep 


breath, Catherine laid all her cards on the table. "I've done it before." 
"What?" 


Ignoring the other shocked men, Catherine turned to Sascha. "Look love, there's some things about me I'll need 
to tell you but right now there's no time. I'm going, and that's that." Looking around the room, her eyes settled 
on Bruce, and she winked. "Can't make you any promises love, but I'll do the best | can" Turning back to Sascha, 
she tugged his arm. "Bend it down a bit" Sascha leaned over, turning his head to catch her lips when she went 
to kiss his cheek. Grinning, she wagged a finger under his nose. "Save all that for later. Now, not a word. I'll be 


back as soon as | can" 


Before anyone could think of anything to say, she was gone. 


Thirteen 
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Needing a few minutes to himself, Bruce returned to the room he shared with Steve, curling up on the bed 
with his head on the pillow Steve had used the night before, eyes closed, trying to smell and feel the familiar 
warmth of his lover, his chest so tight and his eyes burning, his emotions so overwrought that nothing would 
break, not the screams nor the tears. He didn't hear the door open, nor the footsteps that crossed the room, 
only aware of someone when the bed dipped under their weight as they took a seat on the edge. 


"If it is him, we will take him the same time we take Edward. | will not let them have him without a fight any 


more than Edward, Bruce." 


"| know Michael." Voice thick with such a range of feelings Bruce didn't know which to experience first, he 


swallowed hard. 
"You are angry with him." 


Bruce felt the first crack in the dam, a flutter in his chest and a sharp sting in his eyes. "Aye, | am. If he 
hadn't gone off like that..." 


"But that is Harry. He does not always think before he goes, he simply goes with his heart" 


"Aye." Bruce sat up, bringing his knees up to his chest and wrapping his arms around them. "I found that out 
the first night | met him." 


"Ah, aye, he tracked a crewman of yours, did he not?" 
"Aye. Climbed in my window with the intent of slitting my throat: 
Michael laughed. "Is good he changed his mind" 


Bruce grinned. "Aye. We fought a bit and ended up wrestling on the floor, and while we were rolling round we 
felt..." Bruce blushed, picking up a string from the bedclothes and twisting it in his fingers. 


Michael nodded. "Go on" 


Bruce sighed, staring out into the room with a faraway look in his eyes. "We felt.attracted.to each other. And 


| looked up, and there was something | saw in him that even though | begged him to get off me | never wanted 


him to move." 
"Aye, | would say he felt the same." 


"And even though | knew it was wrong, that if we were caught the laws would. could no more have denied him 


than | could have stopped breathing." 

"Sometimes it is that way, Bruce. When a person is right for you, it does not matter what anyone else says. 
And they are stupid laws, but while we are on this island we must abide by them, or be careful of them. So 
when he returns, or when we free him, remember that to some here that is more of a crime than being a 
pirate." 

"Aye. That was another struggle for me. | could not deny what | felt, yet according to the laws of the country 
| served, it was wrong. It was one of the many reasons why | decided to resign" Bruce suddenly groaned. "| 
never thought to warn the others of these laws." 

Michael nodded. "My crew is aware. And I'm sure yours is as well." 

‘lm not ready to lose him, Michael." 

"I know you are not, and | will do all | can to make sure you do not lose him." 

Bruce didn't answer, simply dropping his head back onto his knees and letting out the first few tears. Michael 


hissed softly, taking him into his arms and letting him give in to the flood of emotions that burst through the 


dam. 


Michael returned to the others, trying to soothe a very fretful Sascha as he alternated between pacing and 
staring out the window. A quiet knock on the door made them all stop, staring as the door slowly creaked open, 


Catherine's face appearing around the edge. "Cor, such long faces in here." 


Sascha shoved Nicko out of his way, grabbing her up in his arms and lifting her off the ground. "Are you 
alright?" 


"She's fine." 
"Harry!" 


Everyone crowded round, Michael bear hugging him so tightly Steve flailed his arms, laughing. "Cor, Michael! 
Let me breathe!" 


"What happened? Are you alright?" Michael stepped back, holding Steve's face in his hands and examining an 


emerging bruise over his eye. 
"Aye. Where is Bruce?" 
"He is in your room. We have been...” 


“Aye, Michael, Catherine told me. Let me get him and we'll tell you the whole story." Steve started for the 
door and then stopped, a sly grin on his face, instead turning and going to the window. Michael laughed, catching 
his eye and nodding. Steve opened the window, looking down and shaking his head before throwing his leq over 
the sill. Ignoring the gasps and protests, he stepped out on the ledge and crept sideways until he disappeared. 


Ella grabbed Michael's arm. "What is he doing?" 


"I will tell you the story sometime, but right now | think we need food and drink and to settle ourselves and 
wait" Michael turned to look at Catherine, her feet now back on the floor but still held tightly in Sascha's 


arms. He offered her a sweeping bow, his smile reaching up to sparkling eyes. "My compliments, madam.’ 
Catherine laughed, freeing herself and dropping a very neat curtsey. "Accepted, sir." 


Nicko, Sascha and Ella hurried out to arrange for food and drink, the rest sitting down to await Steve and 


Bruce's return 


Steve was seriously questioning the wisdom of his idea by the time he reached the window in the room he 
shared with Bruce. Peering in, he groaned when he saw the still form curled up on the bed. He pushed on the 
window, starting to laugh when he realized it was either locked or stuck. "Bloody hell" Giving it a harder push, 
he tried to grab the sill as the window flew open, missing it and tumbling headfirst into the room. 


Bruce sat up on the bed, turning and staring as Steve sat up, looking sheepish. 

"Bloody window was stuck." 

"You fucking arse! You inconsiderate bastard!" Bruce sprang from the bed, crossing to Steve and grabbing the 
front of his shirt, lifting him to his feet. "Do you have any idea how fucking worried I've been?" Punctuating 
each word with a shake, Bruce backed him up, not stopping until he slammed Steve against the wall. "You 


fucking bastard! You scared me to death!" 


"Bruce!" Steve's hands cupped Bruce's face, his thumbs gently stroking his cheeks. "I'm here. Calm down, l'm 


here." 


The panic slowly faded from Bruce's eyes, his hands untwisting from Steve's shirt. "You are." 


Steve leaned forward, resting his forehead against Bruce's. "Aye, | am." 


With a groan, Bruce pushed against him, his mouth searching for Steve's, his hands pulling him away from the 
wall far enough to get his arms around him. Steve arms were gentler, holding Bruce even as he clutched every 
part he could touch, his lips bruising and desperate, his tongue frantic in its exploration of Steve's mouth. 
Turning his head slightly, Steve broke the kiss, holding Bruce's face to his neck and speaking quietly, soothing 
him until he felt the tension start to drain from his body. 


Pulling his head back, Steve grinned at him. "Better?" 
"Fuck, you bloody arsehole! | thought you were..” 


"Aye, | was. Now come on, you can scold me later. Right now everyone is waiting to hear how Catherine got me 
out." 


"Catherine?" 
"Aye, Catherine." 


Bruce snorted, linking his fingers with Steve's and following him toward the door. "I can't wait to hear this 
myself. Oh and you will hear more about this later, Harris." 


Steve grinned over his shoulder. "Might even let you spank me, Dickinson 


When Steve and Bruce entered Kirk's room the mood had definitely lightened, Sascha being teased over the 
fact he flatly refused to let Catherine go, sitting on the floor and holding her in his lap even as he complained 
how much everything hurt from his day of horseback riding. Markus and Andi had joined them, Markus whining 
right alongside Sascha, swearing that no one was ever meant to have their legs spread like that, drawing 
rather cryptic comments from both women. Steve was greeted boisterously again, clapped on the back and 
hugged more than once, with Ale practically choking him until Nicko pried his arms loose. Finally the only one 
left was Kirk, who hung back on the edge of the group and darted unreadable looks at Steve, everyone in the 


room growing silent as Steve made his way through the sprawled legs to where he sat. 

Kirk's eyes darted about, his fingers curling and uncurling in his lap as he chewed his lip, one leg tucked under 
him, the other bent up, his foot resting on the chair. Steve crouched down in front of him, resting a hand on 
the leg curled under him. "Why are you frightened?" 

Kirk shrugged, his hands twisting together. "I'm glad you're alright, Harry." 


Steve covered the nervous fingers with his other hand. "Kirk, what is it?" 


Kirk shook his head. "First Edward, then Sascha and now you. Who else will | cause to be hurt in this? For my 
stupidity.” 


Steve snorted. "Bloody hell, today was my own stupidity in thinking | could move unnoticed through a town 
swarming in guards." 


Kirk shook his head again. "It all comes back to if | hadn't..." 


"You're wrong. | found out a few things before Catherine showed up, one of which was that it wasn't your 


friend who let them know Edward was there." 
Kirk's eyes met Steve's. "What?" 


Steve grinned. "Well, let's start from the beginning." Standing up, he looked at Bruce, inclining his head. Bruce 
made his way over, taking a seat on the floor beside Kirk's chair, Steve sitting between his legs and leaning 
back against Bruce's chest. "Right, so... 


Steve sipped into the crowd, pacing parallel with the man who looked so much like Kirk, keeping him in sight but not 
getting too close, covert glances letting hm know when fo turn or to speed up or slow down. He followed him for 
what seemed lke forever when he saw him duck into a fave. Steve entered the same tavern, spotting the man 
at a table in a darkened corner. Getting a tankard of ale, he positioned himself to watch the man. h the course of 
his watching, he noticed he was being watched as well, but the mans looks were more obvious than Steve's; indeed, 
at times he was boldly staring 


Eventually, he caught Steve's eye, raising a hand and covertly beckoning him over. Steve weaved his way through 
the other patrons, taking the chair the man indicated Up close, the differences between this man and Kirk were 
more obvious; he had a faint scar which ran from the corner of his eye down over his cheek and lis features 
were more coarse. He stared at Steve, his eyes bold "You are on a shp?" 

"| was." 

‘I can give you a place fo stay if you are in need" 

Steve's eyebrows shot up. The bastard was actually trying to... 'My thanks, but | have a place." 


Steve felt the pressure of the man's foot on his leg. "! can make things nice." 


Steve frowned, trying to put the most appalled look on his face he could "Are you suggesting what | think you are? 
Not only is that immoral and disgusting, its against the law!" 


The man flushed. 'I was being kind Nothing more." 


' there a problem, sir?" 

Steve cursed under his breath Guardsmen 

Steve kept his head down ‘Nay, not at." 

I was not speaking to you" 

Steve closed his eyes OF course not, the man opposite hm was too important for them not to take care of 
"This man came over and asked iF | would Ike a favor in return for a place to stay." 

Steve ground his teeth, staring at the other Kirk 

‘Oh, and dd he say what kind of favor?" 

"He dd not say what kind, just a favor." 

Steve felt the chair jerk when one of the guards kicked it "What kind of favor where you offering?" 


‘He must have not understood what | said | simply said a friend had done me the favor of offering me a place fo 


stay since | was not familiar with the town" 

"You know what, | think Ive seen hm before." 

Steve felt his body tense. Without turning around he had no idea how many of them there were. If it were one or 
two, he had a chance to get away but if there were four or more, it was unlikely he'd be able to get past all of 
them. 

‘Aye, | think youre right. Get up." 

All eyes in the tavern were on Steve and the guardsmen behind him, either blatantly staring or casting glances, 
trying to keep any attention from being drawn to themselves. Steve rose, turning slowly, hope fading when he 
realized there were not two or four, but seven of them there. 


‘Nay, can't be! Bloody hell, if he dont look lke that pirate!" 


Steve knew he was done for. When they grabbed his arms and hustled him out of the tavern, his only thoughts 
were of Bruce - and that he hoped he would get a chance to at least fell him goodbye. 


It was quiet in the room when Steve stopped speaking, all eyes upon him. Bruce's fingers had fumbled for his 
right after he began speaking, the familiar link comforting himself as much as Steve. 


Michael shook his head. "Harry, if you ever leave like that again..." 
Steve grinned. "Aye, Michael, | know." 

Bruce's snort was right in his ear. "Bloody well better know." 

Steve turned his head, brushing his lips over Bruce's. "Aye, | know." 


Bruce groaned and buried his face in Steve's hair. "Right, get this done so | can take him back to the room and 
throttle him." 


Steve grinned. "And | thought | was going to get spanked." 


Amidst the laughter, Ella waved her hand. "Oh, Michael is always threatening me with that too, Steve." Looking 
round at the now sputtering group, Ella rolled her eyes. "It's not that funny." 


"Madam, Harry was not speaking of it in the same way | do to you." Michael was looking at her with affection 


and no small amusement in his eyes. 


"How else could he..? Oh!" Hiding her reddened face in her hands, Ella groaned. "That is not something | think | 
want to try, Michael.” 


"Are you sure, madam? That lovely bottom of yours, just slightly red from...” 
"Michael" 
Bruce nudged Steve. "Maybe you should continue before Ella gets any more embarrassed than she already is." 


Steve nodded, taking several breaths to calm the laughter before beginning again 


Deciding the best thing he could do would be to just stay quiet, Steve didn't fight the guards as they marched him 
fo the jail, escorting him to a cell and locking him in. He didn't get much of a chance to look around, just enough to 
notice that there was another cell at the end of the corridor that was heavily guarded Figuring that's where 
Edward must be, Steve made the decision that if he was given the chance, he was going to let Edward know that 
the man they held as a threat to him was not Kirk 


Listening fo the conversation of the guards who had brought hm in, Steve was relieved to hear the one say they 
were not going to disturb the captain, instead they would show him the prisoner in the morning and see if he 
agreed that this man was indeed the first mate of the Iron Maiden Settling himself on the foul straw that 
comprised his bed, Steve closed his eyes and tried to rest his body, his mind still fully occupied with finding a way 
out of the mess he had gotten himself into. 


At some point, they brought hm a bowl of what he supposed was gruel, but that looked more like the water in the 


tubs after the dirty dishes had been washed Upon sniffing it, he decided the dishwater smelled better and pushed it 
aside, not hungry enough to warrant an attempt to force it down his throat. He ended up dozing lightly, no idea 


how much time had passed until he heard a woman's voice. 
Steve grinned at Catherine. "Would you like to tell this part?" 


Catherine snorted. "Aye, long as this big oaf of mine doesn't get all huffy." Catherine glanced over her shoulder. 


"Just remember it was done with the best of intentions, love." 

Sascha grumbled, dropping a kiss on the top of her head. 

Catherine approached the jail with an air of determination, fists clenched, face twisted in a scowl, looking as if she 
had plans on murdering the first to cross her path The guards outside snickered, as was the usual reaction; she 
was so short that even the smallest of them seemed fo tower over her yet she showed no fear at all when she 
marched straight up to them. 


"Who is in command here?" 


Still snickering, one of the guards pointed in the general direction of the group gathered inside. "Right there, love. 
Something | can do for you?" 


‘Only if you can fell me if you found that addled husband of mine and brought him in." 

The man sighed "The only one we brought in tonight was a pirate." 

Catherine snorted and rolled her eyes, disgust dripping from her voice. "He's no bloody pirate, he just thinks he is." 
Steeling her nerve, Catherine walked past him and his so far silent counterpart and entered the jail. Schooling her 
face into a mask of irritation, Catherine waited, arms crossed under her ample bosom, making sure to push it higher 
so the swell nearly flowed over the top of her dress. 

Every eye in the room promptly went to Catherine's breasts, Andi unable to help himself. "Maybe you should 
have let them out, they might have handed you Edward too!" Ducking behind Markus when Sascha glared, Andi 


shivered in mock fear. 


Catherine tossed her head. "If | had let them out love, they'd have emptied the bloody jail if | had asked. Now, 


may | continue?" 
Ignoring the laughter, she began again... 


One of the guards finally noticed her and nudged the man next to him. Turning, his eyes nearly popped from his 
head at the display of soft flesh that greeted his gaze. 


‘Madam, you are..?" 

‘lm here to see if the man you brought in is my husband." 

He drew himself up, his eyes not as friendly upon hearing the word husband: 'Is your husband a pirate?" 
Catherine rolled her eyes. "He might be. Today. On the morrow, he might be a Navy captain looking for his shp." 
"Ah, he is..?" 

"He is touched in the head. Fell and landed on it in a drunken stupor a few years ago, and he's not been right since." 
"That has to be a hardship for a woman" 

Catherine had to remind herself not to roll her eyes at his predictability, instead fluttering her lashes and giving a 
coy smile. "Ah, it is. Having a husband who most of the time is no more than a babe." Stepping closer, Catherine 
raised pleading eyes fo the guardsman "So much so | have fo depend on the good will of others when he gets 
himself into scrapes." 


Catherine saw his throat visibly move when he swallowed. "So, what does this husband of yours look like?" 


"He's a bit shorter than you, long auburn hair, brown eyes, good form." Catherine giggled, batting her eyes then 
cocking her head as though an idea had just occurred to her. "He does resemble a pirate, actually." 


The guardsman frowned. "Well, might be | have seen him. But wouldnt it be better if you didn't have to worry 


about him?" 


‘Oh nay, he is my husband." Catherine stepped closer, running her finger over the guardsman's chest. "And, he 


never notices when | have a bit of fun now and again" 

Catherine felt his arm wrap around her waist. ‘Like a bit of fun, do you?" 

‘Aye, and even more when its with a big, strong man who knows how to treat a woman." 
‘So, what will you do to get this husband of yours out of here?" 


Catherine grinned, dropping him a wink. ‘Let me get him home and Hi come back and meet up with you when you 
get done here and Hl show you." 


‘Sir, do you think we should..?" 


‘Silence! Cant you see Im taking care of this distraught lady?" Giving Catherine's waist a squeeze, he grinned down 
at her. 'I think we can let the lady take the poor muddled thing home." 


Catherine batted her eyes, again reminding herself not fo roll them. "Hil be ever so grateful, sir. Ever so, ever so 


grateful.” 


He grinned again, this time exposing a row of broken and blackened teeth "Oh, Im counting on that. Bring the 


prisoner, Williams." 
The man sighed but went to do the officer's bidding, returning a few minutes later with a very surprised looking 
Steve. Catherine clicked her tongue. "Aye, again Samuel? What were you today? The captain of that pirate ship 


again?" 


Steve gave her his gootiest grin, nearly sending her into a fit of the giggles. "Cor, was just having fun. | even met a 
nice man who Told me | could stay with him!" 


Catherine raised an eyebrow. "And got yourself in enough trouble you ended up in jail!" 
Steve looked contrite, hanging his head. "hm sorry. | was just having some fun" 


Catherine took his arm. "Well, let's get you home, then" Turning to the helpful guardsman, she gave him a wink. "I 
have things fo do, so we have fo hurry and get you tucked up in bed" 


Steve sighed "Do | have to stay home?" 

Catherine was tugging on his arm, figuring they were pushing the limit of their luck. "Aye, now come on, Samuel" 
Blowing a kiss to the guard, she whispered, "See you in a bit, love." Trying to walk quickly, without looking as if they 
expected to hear a cry of Halt! with every step, the two left the jail 

"So | expect he's still wondering where | am," Catherine laughed. 


Sascha grumbled. "Did not have to be so friendly with him." 


‘Cor, love, of course | did Got the boy out of the cell, didn't it? Besides, was just having a bit of fun" 


Catherine winked when Sascha looked at her. 
Steve snorted. "Aye, in front of your addled husband. 


Bruce was looking at her in utter amazement. "I don't know if | should bollock you for being so bloody foolish, 


bow to you for your wit or kiss you for getting him back." 
Catherine cut a sideways look at Sascha "Well, I'm all for the kiss.’ 


Bruce scrambled to his feet, walking to her and bending over, cupping her cheeks and giving her a resounding 
kiss on the lips, much to everyone's delight except for a rather black scowl from Sascha. Bruce started to 


stand and then stopped, grabbing Sascha's face and giving him a very loud kiss as well, sending Catherine off 
into such a fit that she was nearly purple by the time she got herself under control. 


Laughing, Bruce went back and took his seat behind Steve, grinning at the raised eyebrows that greeted him. 
"Those lips are getting a bit bold there, Dickinson 


Bruce buried his face in Steve's neck, his words only meant for his ears. "Aye, and wait till | get you back to 


our room." 

Steve hissed, taking Bruce's hand and rising. "Well, then, that's it, so we'll be...” 

"Nay! You didn't say how you knew..!" Steve groaned, turning to look at Kirk 

"Aye, you're right." 

Kirk's eyes were desperate. "Please, Harry, | know you want to be with Bruce, but please." 

Steve nodded. "Aye, Kirk. When they were talking after they put me in the cell, | heard them mention the man 
that was in the tavern He comes from the same island as you, and he's a sort of..servant to Kiske." Steve 


looked at Michael. "He has been planning this for a long time." 


Michael nodded. "It does not surprise me. He hates Edward for the help he has given me and he knows that he 


will hurt me more by hurting someone close to me" 

"So when he saw the chance to take Edward, he did" Markus shrugged. ‘Is smart, try to draw you out" 
"But how did he know Edward was in port?" 

Kirk shrugged. "We had been there for a few days, maybe someone saw us. 


"Aye, that's one way." Steve looked around the room. "And, he has someone on one of the ships who has been 


giving him information" 
"What?" 
Steve looked at Michael. "Aye." 


Michael's face was cold. "Who?" 


Steve sighed. "Someone you would never expect it to be." 


Fourteen 
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Steve refused to say any more, instead asking Michael to accompany him and Bruce to their room. When 
Michael returned a bit later, his face was flushed with anger, his eyes cold Without speaking, he motioned to 
Ella, waiting for her in the corridor and taking her back to their room without even acknowledging any 
questions that were asked of him. 


Despite the long association of most of those still there, suspicious looks were slowly being given, all wondering 
if the reason Steve had not given a name being that the person was amongst them. As the newest, both Ale 
and Catherine felt the weight of the looks, Catherine to the point where she asked Sascha if they could return 
to their room to get away from the heavy feeling of paranoia and distrust that filled the air. Nicko and Ale 


left as well, Nicko wanting to return to their lodging to let everyone know Steve was back and unharmed. 


Andi and Markus were the last to return to their room, bidding Kirk a quiet good night before leaving. Left in 
the silence that had fallen like a crashing blow, Kirk stumbled to his bed and curled up in a ball, crying not only 
at the relief he felt for knowing that it really hadn't been something he did but also for the knowledge that 


someone had done this deliberately, with the intention of hurting, and that someone was still amongst them. 


Morning found them assembled in the same clearing where the riding lessons had taken place, waiting only for 
the return of Henjo and Jason from their post outside the jail, waiting to be sure Edward was moved and on 
his way. Also missing from the group were Steve, Michael, Markus, Dani and Janick, Andi only being able to say 
that Michael and Steve had come banging on their door when the night was still dark; after a whispered 
conversation he had quickly dressed and left with them. 


The worry rose to anxious murmurs when Steve, Michael and Markus joined them, the other two nowhere in 
sight. Again, questions fell on deaf ears, Steve short in temper and snapping at everyone to pay attention They 


split into two groups; one would leave an hour or so behind the other to keep suspicion to a minimum. 


The first group would consist of Markus, Andi, Rob, Adrian, Davey, Henjo, Jason, Nicko and Ale. The second 
would be Michael, Ella, Bruce, Steve, Sascha, Catherine, Kirk, Uli and Kai. As soon as Henjo and Jason returned, 
the first group would leave, their goal to reach a point that Ale and Catherine had agreed was approximately 
halfway and wait for the rest to join them. The horses would then be hidden and left with two of the group 
while the others found new mounts. They would then press on, leaving the others to guard the horses and also 
to find another that would be capable of carrying a man Edward's size. They would then simply wait for the 
rest to return, and if they did not would head back to the ships and get them out to sea 


"They are all anxious over Dani and Janick" Bruce kept his voice down, speaking just loud enough for Michael 
and Steve to hear him. 


"We're going to have to tell them something." 


"Aye, Harry." Michael strode into the middle of the group and raised his hand. "Listen to me. Do not bother 
with questions, we will tell you what we know. Rob came to my room during the night and told me Dani had 
gotten up, unable to sleep, and had decided to take a short walk. He did not return. | woke Steve and Markus 
and we searched for him. When we did not see him, we checked to be sure that everyone else was where they 
should be. All doors were locked except for Janick's. His bed was mussed, but he was not there. Like Dani, he 


has not returned. We do not know where they are or what has happened. We cannot delay in leaving." 


Glances were exchanged, quiet mutterings, the obvious question on everyone's mind -- was one of them the 
spy? And if so, was the other one an accomplice? Or just unlucky enough to have been in the wrong place at 
the wrong time? 


Henjo and Jason returned, announcing that Edward had been loaded in a cart that was barred on all sides and 
on top and had left town, surrounded by guards that were stacked three deep on all sides. The man that was 
supposed to be Kirk was traveling in an enclosed carriage in front of the cart. After Edward was loaded, he 
had been escorted from the jail and placed in the carriage, also accompanied by guards. Everyone seemed to be 
on edge and suspicious of any movement in the crowd, Kiske himself looking as if he was both angry and 
nervous, his orders sharp, his words clipped, his eyes constantly watching the crowd as if trying to pick out 


someone he knew. 


Michael, Bruce and Steve exchanged grins. Kiske had obviously heard about the prisoner that had been let go 
and had recognized the description as that of the hon Maiden's first mate. 


Everything ready, the first group took to their heels, the last sight of them being the bouncing form of 


Markus clinging to his horse with arms, legs and prayers. 


"| do not know if | feel more for the horse having that bounce on his back or more for Markus having that 


bounce on his balls." 
Bruce laughed. "He'll get better. By the time the first day is over, he'll be better.” 


Catherine nodded. "Aye, and so will Sascha" Tipping her head back, she grinned at him. "And you won't be so 


sore." 
Sascha nodded, not looking at her. Catherine bit her lip. "Right, how long till we leave?" 


Weikath shrugged. "Will be a while yet, to let them get a good start.” 


Catherine squared her shoulders. "Good. Come on love, | think it's time you and me had a bit of a talk." Taking 
Sascha's hand, she led him to a spot on the other side of the clearing, the two of them sitting down opposite 


each other. 
Steve shook his head. "There's a lot more than she's let on. | think Sascha's in for a shock or two." 


Weikath snorted. "I think he has already had one or two, he is about to get three to a hundred." 


"Right, love, listen to me. And, well, if you have any questions save them till I'm done because once | start | 


don't want to stop." 
Sascha nodded. Catherine cocked an eyebrow and sighed. 
And began. 


"I haven't been exactly honest with you about who | am. What I've told you is true, but | left out some bits; | 
did follow a man to Grand Canaria, and once we got there he did find something younger, prettier and smaller. | 
did live on my family's farm. | do have all those brothers and sisters, and they are as beautiful and handsome 


as | said. And | am older than you. | haven't lied to you." 

Catherine dropped her eyes, taking a blade of grass and pulling it from the ground, twisting it in her fingers. 
I'm also wanted for robbery, horse stealing, swindling and..murder." 

Sascha's eyes were unreadable. "Murder?" 


Catherine nodded. "Aye." Sighing, she pulled another blade of grass and began twisting it with the first. "I 
thought | was in love. And at first, he seemed like a good one - right up until he got me to leave the farm and 
run off with him. My father told me if | left, don't bother to come back because he didn't want him round 
there, and he was sure he would ruin me. And | thought no other man would ever love me, you see - being 
the plain, solid one." She sighed and looked over Sascha's shoulder, eyes lost in the past. 


"We went to London. | took work in a tavern, he took to spending his time spending the wages | earned; he had 
dreams of being a fine gentleman, lots of money, respected, but he had no money and the only thing he was 
respected for was his ability to cheat at cards. And the ones that respected that weren't very respectable." 


Her fingers continued to twine the blades of grass until they bled green sap onto them, staining her skin 


"So we lived in this horrible, dirty pair of rooms. The only money we had was from my wages at the tavern, 
and he spent it as fast as | made it. Luckily, the tavern owner was a sweet old sod who made sure that every 


night | had a bundle to take home, usually pies and such his wife had made that we didn't sell that day." 


Sascha's hands covered hers, forcing them still. Catherine shook her head. "Don't love, this is hard enough." 
Gently disengaging her hands, she took a deep breath and continued. 


"It wasn't enough. We were about to be thrown into the streets because we were behind in our rent, and he 
told me I'd have to ask for some extra money, or extra work, or maybe even visit a few men who he knew 
that would pay for some company. Some willing company. Which | didn't want to do. So when | went to the 
tavern that day, William noticed something was wrong and asked me about it and | broke down and told him. He 


didn't say much, he just nodded and told me to go about what | normally did and not to worry.” 


Catherine rubbed her eyes. "He was so sweet. He told me he had to run home for something and when he 
came back he pressed a small sack in my hand and told me if that wasn't enough to tell him and he'd get 
more. He'd gone home and told his wife and she agreed that they would do this; he said they were both fond 
of me and they couldn't see me doing what he wanted. | cried the whole way home. And then | did something 
stupid. | gave him the money. And he didn't pay the rent, he took it and went and played cards." 


Her eyes hardened a little, then she sighed. "He said he was trying to turn it into more. But he didn't. He lost it 
all. And he wanted me to ask William and Margaret for more. When | refused.. that was the first time he beat 


me. 
Sascha hissed. "Why did you not leave?" 


Catherine raised her head and looked him in the eye, giving him a rather lopsided smile. "He said he loved me. 
And | believed him. But it didn't end there. | told him no matter what he did | wasn't asking them for more 
money; he left, and when he came back he brought a couple of men with him. And that was the first night | 
used my body to get what we needed." Dropping her eyes again, Catherine sighed. "And that's how it went. | 


would go work at the tavern, come home and he would go out and find men and bring them back." 


Eyeing him with grim amusement, Catherine spoke slowly this time. "You wondered why | felt so.. shy about 

my belly. One of his friends used to pay me a little extra to pretend | was pregnant; he said that since | looked 
as if | was, then if | played the part he would make it worth my while. And he did - not that | saw any of the 
money. And other men made.. comments. Not always kind ones. But they were so keen to sink their cocks that 


they didn't care." 


She shook her head "This went on for several months. William and Margaret both noticed something was 
wrong and they asked me again and again, but | told them everything was fine. They even asked if | needed 
more money and | told them no, that we were making do just fine. Then he didn't come home one night. | 
figured he was out playing cards and didn’t think too much of it, | just went to the tavern the next day and 
expected Id go home that night and he'd be there. But two of his friends came into the tavern that night and 
told me he'd been caught cheating and had been taken to jail. The man he had been cheating was a nobleman, 
and he was demanding payback of all the money that he'd lost. It wasn't a huge amount, but more than | had" 
A bitter snort, still avoiding his eyes. 


"Once again, William and Margaret stepped in. They gave me the money | needed to pay off the man. And he 
was let out of prison And the next night he was back to his old ways. After a time, | couldn't take it anymore. 
| was short with customers, | was spending a good part of my time at the tavern moping in a corner and 
William finally had to say something to me. But instead of sacking me, he told me to go home and get some 
rest, he'd pay me for that day and the next. And so | did” 


"But | didn't rest. Here was an opportunity for me to work both at once, | was getting paid for not being at the 
tavern and instead of the one or two a night, | could do more. And it paid better wages. So he decided that | 
should stop working at the tavern and just do the other. | refused. This time he hit me more than once. When 
| went back to the tavern, | still had a blackened eye. William was furious, he wanted to confront him, but | told 
him not to. | knew he'd hurt William and he was very close to being my father. | couldn't bear the thought of 


him being hurt for me." 


Sascha's hands again took hers. This time Catherine didn't pull away; Sascha doubted she was even aware of 
the tears that overflowed her eyes and began sliding down her cheeks. 


"He didn't listen. He went and confronted John. John told him that he would leave, and never bother me again, 
but it would cost him. William agreed. He took him to his home and gave him the money. They argued, John 
wanted more, William told him if he didn't leave and stay away, he would tell the guards what he had been 
doing and he'd end up back in prison. John struck him. William fell, and John, in a rage, kicked and beat him with 
a cane he had taken to carrying because he thought it made him look like he was a real gentleman Margaret 
heard the commotion and came to see what it was about. When she saw William on the floor she attacked 


John. He hit her too." Catherine ground her teeth before continuing. 


"He came to the tavern, still bloody and wild eyed, carrying a sack with a great deal of money in it. He told me 
to come on, we were leaving for Grand Canaria on a ship that was sailing from Portsmouth in two days. He had 
two horses waiting. We nearly killed the beasts with the journey, arriving just in time to get a few things we 
would need and then boarding the ship. | thought he had cheated someone at cards again; it was only when we 
were nearly to the island he told me what he had done. We were there only a few weeks and he told me he 
had found someone else, and the only reason he brought me was because no one would suspect a man 
traveling with his wife." 


"Is not your fault. Why did you not just go and tell them what happened?" 
Catherine shook her head. "Right, they would have taken my word over his?" 
‘lam sorry to interrupt but we should leave." 


Catherine and Sascha looked up at Weikath. They both got to their feet, Catherine starting for her horse when 
Weikath caught her arm. Stopping, she looked up at him, surprised when he used the sleeve of his shirt to 
wipe her face. "You have been crying.” 


Catherine touched her cheek. "Have |? | didn't notice. Thanks." 


The two men watched her as she checked the girth of her saddle, moving to her horse's head and checking 
bridle and bit before leaning her head on its shoulder and shuddering. 


"Sascha, is it that bad?" 

"Aye, it is. For her it is. For me it does not matter.” 
"Then be sure to tell her that." 

"Aye, captain, | will” 

A few minutes later, their journey began. 


The first group was now making good progress, Markus much more comfortable and able to gallop along with 
the others although he still had a death grip on the mane of his horse. Ale had found himself thrust into the 
role of leading the group, having the most knowledge of the area and when he figured they had traveled about 
half the distance they needed to, he called a halt for a rest and a bite of the food they had brought along. 
The entire time they were stopped the only subject of discussion were the missing two and the news that 
Steve had brought the night before. Still no closer to understanding what was going on, they remounted and 
headed off again. 


When the second group made their stop, Catherine wandered away from the rest, pleading a headache when 
Sascha tried to join her and asking him to give her a bit of time. Sascha looked as miserable as she did, 
wanting to argue with her and stay but knowing that she needed some time alone. Catherine was surprised 


when Ella appeared beside her, sitting down and waving off her protests. 


‘lm not going to ask what you told Sascha. But I'm not going to let you go off and mope because of what you 
told him." 


Catherine snorted. "| need to tell that lanky captain of yours as well. Before he finds himself getting hauled to 


prison for hiding me, amongst other things." 

Ella rolled her eyes. "What could you have done?" 
"Robbery, horse stealing, swindling and murder." 
"I find the swindling hard to believe." 


Catherine looked up at Weikath. "Just the swindling?" 


Taking a seat beside Ella, he shrugged. "Maybe the robbery as well. 
Catherine found herself grinning. "But the horse stealing and the murder?" 
Weikath nodded. "That | could believe." 


Catherine and Ella both laughed. 


"| cannot quite see you killing someone with no reason. And even then without it being in fear of your life.. | 
have trouble picturing this." 


Catherine shook her head. "| didn't kill anyone." 


"Then why are you concerned for this? Even if you did, we are pirates. There are times when killing is 


necessary.’ Weikath got to his feet. "Now rest while you can. We need to be going again soon" 
Catherine watched his retreating back. "He's not like | thought he was." 

Ella giggled. "Nay, when | first met him | didn't like him at all. 

Catherine grinned, giving her a wink "Cor, that sure changed, didn't it love?" 

"Aye, it did. Now | can't imagine him not part of my life.” 

"Do you ever wonder what would happen if..2" 

Ella shuddered. "More than | would ever let him know." 


Several hours later and several miles apart, the groups both made camp for the night, fading back into the 
woods and keeping the fires as covered as possible. All took to their blankets early, wanting to get as early a 
start as possible to be halfway by the same time tomorrow. 


Markus took a walk around the camp, making sure everyone was settled before coming back to the blankets he 


shared with Andi. Andi grinned up at him from underneath. "All good?" 


Markus nodded. "Aye." Sitting down, he tugged his boots off and reached for the blankets to pull them back. 
Andi clutched them tighter, shaking his head. "Andi, come on. | am tired. And | hurt." 


"Want me to rub you?" 


Markus snorted, pulling harder. "Andi! Come onl!" 


Andi raised the corner of the blankets, showing Markus he was naked. "You are too dressed" 
Markus grinned. "You do not care if everyone hears?" he pulled his shirt off and began unlacing his breeches. 
‘| will be quiet” 


Markus rolled his eyes, pulling the blankets back and rolling in next to Andi. "You are never quiet." Andi's giggle 


was cut off as Markus' mouth covered his. 


Catherine felt Sascha slip in behind her, his large frame wrapping around her, his arm resting over her hip. 


"Are you asleep?" 
"Nay, love, not yet" 
"It does not matter to me." 


Catherine frowned. "Lost me there, love. What doesn't?" 


"What you have done. | have done more and you do not mind" When Catherine didn't answer Sascha lifted his 
head. "Or does it?" 


"Oh, nay, of course not. Well, | can't see you killing someone just for sport” 

Sascha laid his head back down, his fingers rubbing slow circles over her stomach. Catherine turned suddenly, 
pushing his shoulders so that he rolled onto his back, hissing at the first touch of his flesh against the ground. 
"Ah, gently Catherine!" 

‘Cor, sorry, love. Didn't think for a minute." Laying her head on his chest, Catherine sighed. 

"What is it?" 

Catherine lifted her head. "Think everyone's asleep?" 


"| do not know. Why?" 


Getting up on her knees, Catherine threw her leg over his hips, settling herself on top of him. "I feel like going 


for a ride." 


Sascha nodded, leering at her. "If | could, | would whinny." 


Laughing, Catherine drew the blankets over their heads. 


Markus was right, Andi couldn't be quiet. 


Even when he ducked down under the blankets and was sucking Markus’ cock, he was doing it with such 
enthusiasm that the sounds of slurping and wet sucking carried clearly through the cloth over him. Markus 
was torn between making him stop and just lying back and enjoying it, finally electing to just enjoy it and if it 
inspired similar behavior then so be it. 


Markus bit back the groans, his hand under the blankets and stroking Andi's head, lazy rolls of his hips 
thrusting his cock into that very willing mouth. Andis tongue fluttered up and down, keeping busy teasing the 
soft skin, his hand playing with the patch of skin behind Markus’ balls. His fingers kept drifting back, brushing 
the tight ring, making Markus groan and shift. 


Andi lifted his head. "Markus!" 

Markus rolled his eyes and lifted the blanket. "Aye?" 
Andi grinned. "Roll over." 

Markus raised an eyebrow. "What are you planning?" 
Andi gave his cock a long, slow lick. "To fuck you." 
Markus grinned. "Move." 


Andi slid from between Markus legs, sitting up with the blankets still over his head, sending Markus into a 

snorting fit, trying to keep the noise to a minimum. Rolling onto his stomach, he spread his legs and let Andi 
slip back between. Andi nipped his arse, grinning when Markus jumped. Getting up on his knees, Andi used his 
thumbs to spread Markus’ cheeks, running his tongue up the cleft and back down, stopping and rimming him 


slowly, circling the ring, dragging his tongue over it and then circling some more. 


Markus buried his face in his crossed arms, rising his hips slightly to give his cock some room under him, 
moaning when Andi's hand slid under him and grasped the shaft, teasing his fingers up and playing with the 
head, rolling it through his fingers as he pressed the tip of his tongue into Markus’ arse. Markus bit his arm 
to keep from groaning louder, thrusting his hips back as Andis tongue pushed deeper. Stiffening the muscle, 
Andi pushed in as deep as he could, drawing back and pushing forward again, pulling his tongue completely out 
and working more saliva into his mouth, lubing Markus as best he could with his spit. 


Drawing his tongue out, he eased a finger in, sitting up on his knees and sliding his finger all the way in, 
stroking Markus’ cock as he twisted and turned his wrist, opening him, adding a second and fucking him harder, 


curling his fingers and grinning as Markus‘ arse clamped around him. Running his fingers over the head of 
Markus' cock, he brought his hand back around, spreading the precum he had gathered over his own, bringing 
his hand up to his mouth and spitting into his palm, using that as well to slick his cock. 


Withdrawing his fingers, he pushed the head of his cock into Markus’ arse, bracing himself on his knees and 
urging Markus higher on his knees. Leaning forward, he rested a hand in the grass next to them, taking 
Markus’ cock back in his other hand and letting his weight slowly sink his cock deep. Markus dug his fingers 
into the blankets, biting his lip to keep from crying out as Andi spread him around his cock, shuddering when 
he felt Andis balls press against him. 


Andi held for a moment, grinding his hips in slow circles. Dropping his head, he kissed along Markus’ spine, 
dragging his mouth down as he pulled his hips back. Licking his way back up, rasping his tongue over Markus’ 
back as he drove forward again, setting a steady pace, bringing his hand down to nudge Markus’ balls as he 


thrust in to the root, a drag of his hand up the shaft as he eased back. 


Downstroke, thrust inside. Upstroke, pull back. Another downstroke, Andi burying his cock in hot, grasping walls 
that sucked him deep, clinging to his cock, holding it as it tried to escape. Upstroke, flesh dragging against flesh, 
gripping and holding. Again, again, pace increasing, sweat beading on skin and running down to drip from tensed 
muscles, quiet moans and the slapping of colliding bodies, unmindful of anyone or anything, unaware of straining 
ears around them, hands frantically wanking hard cocks as silent participants fed on the sounds of their 


coupling. 


Faster, harder, pounding and driving, balls tightening as they climbed higher and higher, muscles trembling, heat 
curling up their spines as the first shudders ran through their bodies. Crashing together, Andis hand a blur on 
Markus' cock, his hips rammed forward, filling Markus with his cock even as Markus drove his arse back to 
meet him, his cock swelling in Andis hand until his voice cried out, an explosion of colors in his head as he 
came, shooting his seed down onto the blankets under them, a chorus of groans from around the camp 
accompanying his. Andi drove forward, rising high on his knees and arching his back, jabbing his cock into 
Markus in short, fast stabs, his come spurting inside him, flashes of color behind his eyes as he shuddered, 
spilling the last of his seed before falling forward and letting his weight push them both to the ground. 


Shivering, little shocks still making their muscles jump, Andi eased his cock free, Markus curling around him as 


they rolled onto their sides. Markus kissed Andis neck, grinning. "I think they heard." 

Andi laughed. "Aye, | think they did." 

Knowing the morning would come sooner than they thought, satisfied and sated, they drifted off into sleep. 
"A little help here would not go amiss!" 


Sascha snorted. "| cannot get past your hands to help!" 


Catherine slid back, letting her body slip between his legs, her breasts resting on his crotch. "There!" 


Sascha undid his breeches, wiggling them down until they came up against the blockage of her body. "I cannot 
move them down any further." 


Catherine grinned up at him. "Far enough love." Wriggling forward, she lifted the heavy weight of his cock, the 
blood filling the shaft, lengthening and swelling in her hand. Slipping the head into her mouth, Catherine sucked it 
gently, rhythmically squeezing the shaft as she ran her tongue over the head, slipping it around and rubbing 
the tip over the ridge on the underside of his cock Sascha moaned, his hand stroking her hair, bending his 
knees up and letting his legs splay apart. 


Sucking more of his cock into her mouth, Catherine rose up higher, bending her body over him and taking the 
head into her throat. Sascha arched up, grinding his teeth to keep from crying out as she took him down to 
the root, drawing her head up slowly to feel every vein and ridge against her lips, her tongue flattened out and 
dragging up the underside. Catherine let her teeth gently scrape the head before plunging her mouth back 
down, another torturously slow ascension, rasping her tongue over the head and swallowing him back into her 


throat. 


This time she lifted her head all the way up, Sascha's cock leaving her mouth with a soft pop. Sascha lifted his 
head, watching as Catherine unlaced the bodice of her dress, spreading the material and tugging the shift down. 
"What are..?" 


"Shh, love." Catherine leaned back over him, cupping her breasts in her hands and wrapping them around his 


cock. 


Sascha's head fell back to the ground, a shaky groan rising from his chest as she pressed her breasts 
together and began sliding them up and down his cock Sascha's hand fumbled to touch her, holding her breasts 
in his palms and rubbing her nipples with his thumbs, thrusting his hips, fucking the valley that surrounded his 
cock. Catherine lowered her head, licking the tip of his cock as it poked out from her breasts one time, blowing 
a current of air over it another, mixing them up so that Sascha never knew which it would be, his groans 


increasing in volume. 


"Catherine, stop!" Sascha sat up, lifting her off him. "Get on" Lifting her skirt, Sascha gathered the material in 
his hands, urging her up to straddle his hips. Catherine reached behind, holding his cock and lowering herself 
slowly, rubbing the head through her slit before pressing it to her hole and letting her body down, the thick 
shaft slowly disappearing inside her. Feeling his balls nestle against her arse, Catherine leaned forward and 
braced her hands on his chest. Sascha grinned up at her, bringing his hands back to her breasts and cupping 
the swells, raising his body enough to lap at the tips, turning his head back and forth and teasing the buds, 
strong fingers kneading the flesh. 


Catherine threw her head back, forgetting the others around them as she let out a soft cry, squeezing the 
soft walls around Sascha's cock as she lifted herself, relaxing them as she dropped back down, flexing her hips, 


riding Sascha's cock, the muscles in her thighs raising her onto her knees, fingers digging into his chest. 


Sascha lay back, reaching up and drawing Catherine forward, rocking his hips up to meet the back and forth 
motion of hers, his hand running over her shoulders and stroking her back, urging her on, gripping her hips and 
moving her faster. Sliding his hands to the middle of her back, he held her tight against him as he rolled, 
turning them to rise above her, his hips still thrusting, burying his cock into her tight heat, sliding in the slick 
tunnel that rippled around him. Bracing himself on his hands, Sascha leaned down and found Catherine's mouth, 
teasing her lips with his tongue before pushing it past her lips and licking the roof of her mouth. 


Catherine's hands gripped his shoulders, her legs wrapping around him, moaning into his mouth with each 
powerful jolt of his hips. Sascha arched his back, driving his cock deeper, feeling Catherine's body wrap around 
him, clutching at his flesh as he withdrew, welcoming him back with an upward roll of her hips, fingernails 


raking over his arms. 


Thrusting, grinding, bodies slamming together, driving the pleasure higher until both were shaking and moaning, 
each stroke another level of need met and conquered, muscles tense and trembling. Faster and harder, their 
breathing harsh, hearts pounding, curls of lust winding through them and finding their way to a single point 
that sent sparks to build a raging inferno inside them, until neither could tell where one began nor the other 
ended. A single entity of pleasure, spiraling through body and brain until it exploded, sending them both over 
the edge. 


Catherine cried out, the sound chopped off as Sascha covered her mouth with his, absorbing the sound, feeling 
her tremble violently and then clench around him, rippling and pulsing, surrounding his cock with a slick satin 
vise as she came. Sascha shuddered, his hips jerking, ramming his cock hard and fast into her, until with a final 
stroke his back snapped into an arc, grinding his teeth to keep from roaring through his release, thick jets of 


come splashing inside her. 

Dropping his head, Sascha buried his face in Catherine's neck, letting his cock slip from inside her and rolling 
onto his side. Catherine shivered, moaning and letting him turn her to face him, pulling her into his chest and 
wrapping his arms tightly around her. Through the pounding in their ears, they could hear the rustling of 
blankets, some soft sighs and shaky groans as others settled for sleep. 


Catherine giggled. "Let's see if any of them complain we were too loud this time." 


Sascha laughed, kissing her forehead and closing his eyes, taking her down into sleep alongside him. 


Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy, and all those that are along for the ride. 


Dawn was still nothing more than an idea in the sky when Bruce woke, turning toward Steve and finding nothing 
but cold blankets. Sitting up, he shivered in the chill, eyes searching through the darkness until he caught sight 
of movement in the trees. Getting to his feet, Bruce slipped quietly from the camp, not wanting to wake the 
others, stalking the familiar figure through the woods. 


The figure vanished, Bruce hurrying to the spot he had seen it last and then standing with hands on his hips, 
looking around. "Where did he..fuck!" 


An arm grabbed him, a weight on his back knocking him to the grass, pinning him and snatching a handful of 
his hair and yanking his head back, the cold blade of a dirk touching his throat. "Who are you?" 


Cursing, Bruce heaved himself upwards, dislodging Steve and rolling him off his back. Bruce threw himself on 
top of Steve, his hand closing around his wrist, the two of them rolling over and over until they crashed 
against a fallen tree, both of them out of breath. 


"For fuck's sake Steve!" 


"Bruce?" Steve sat back on his heels, looking down at him from his position straddling Bruce's thighs. "What are 


you doing out here skulking round?" 

"Me?" Bruce snorted. "| saw you and was going to sneak up and scare you.’ 

Steve grinned. "| saw a figure following me and never thought it was you. | thought you were still sleeping." 
"Well, it bloody well was me, now get up." 


Steve leaned forward and pinned Bruce's arms over his head. "Nay." Rocking his hips, he let his crotch rub 


over Bruce's. 
"Steve, come on.fuck..don't do that." 
Steve didn't answer, just continuing the slow movements. 


"Fuck! Come on, Steve, you're making me hard!" 


Steve lowered himself against Bruce's chest, running his tongue up his neck "Aye, | can feel.’ 
"What if someone comes?" 

Steve grinned, his mouth hovering directly above Bruce's. "Oh, someone will." 

With that, he lowered his head. 


"Madam." Ella mumbled in her sleep, turning over and pushing weakly against Michael's chest. Michael caught 
her hand, bringing it to his mouth and nipping her fingers. Ella yelped and sat up, yanking her hand away and 
glaring at him. 

"Michael! What are you doing?" 


"Come with me." Michael drew Ella to her feet, grabbing a blanket and throwing it over his arm, leading her 


away from the sleeping camp. 

"Michael, where are we..?" 

"Just come with me, Ella. Do not ask questions." 

"Fine!" Stumbling along behind Michael, Ella followed him into the woods, looking puzzled when he spread the 
blanket out on a small knoll. Opening her mouth to ask him what he was doing, Ella found herself pulled against 
him, his head lowering to claim her mouth with his, the soft stroking of his tongue over hers making her 
moan. 

Ella decided that moment, whatever he was doing, she approved. 

"Are you just going to kiss me till | come?" Bruce thrust his hips up, rubbing his cock against Steve's. 

"Aye, | was thinking about it" Steve wrapped his hands in Bruce's hair, holding his head still and lowering his 
mouth again, meeting the push of Bruce's hips with a thrust of his own. Tracing Bruce's lips with his tongue, 
Steve grinned at the moaned curse, running a series of soft, sucking kisses along Bruce's jaw and down to his 


neck, catching his earlobe in his teeth and biting it gently. 


"Harris, you fucking cockteasel" With a grunt, Bruce rolled them, ending up on top of Steve. "I've got a mind 


to..." 


Steve reached up and began undoing Bruce's breeches. "You've got a good mind to what, Dickinson?" 


Bruce leaned back, pushing his pelvis forward. "Give you an easier reach to get those open" 
Steve's hands stilled. "Stand and strip." 
"Why? You were doing.bloody hell!" 


Steve got to his feet, pulling his shirt over his head and looking down at Bruce, still sprawled on the ground. 


"Come on, we don't have much time before everyone else is awake." 
Rolling up onto his knees, Bruce tugged his shirt off. "I'm not the one who decided that..fuck..." 


Steve had removed his breeches and was now standing in front of Bruce, stroking his cock. Bruce placed his 
hands on Steve's thighs, watching his hand move over the shaft, fingers rolling the hood back as he dragged 
his hand down, slipping it back over the head with a groan as he drew back up. Bruce scrambled to his feet, 
getting out of his breeches as fast as he could and reaching to place his hand over Steve's. 


"Nay. Sit down" Bruce mumbled a few curses but sat back down on the grass. Steve sat between his legs, 
lifting Bruce's calves and placed them on his thighs. Steve worked his way forward, Bruce's legs sliding over his 
thighs until their cocks brushed together, both men staring at each other. Bruce groaned; Steve's hand had 
closed round his shaft, the cool fingers making him shiver. His eyes never leaving Steve's, he ran his fingers 
over Steve's hip until the rigid flesh was within reach, curling his fingers one by one round the flesh. 


Their hands bumped together, eyes still locked as they wanked each other, slow pumps of their hands over the 
others cock, leaning forward to taste each other, tongues meeting and lazily exploring. Fingers touching, rubbing 
and tweaking nipples and drifting down to stroke and caress, lips parting only to seek each other again, hands 
moving a little faster. 


Steve's hand cupped the back of Bruce's neck, holding him into the kiss, drawing Bruce's tongue into his mouth 
and sucking as his thumb rubbed over the head of Bruce's cock, tasting the groan that filled his mouth. 
Bruce's hand squeezed up Steve's shaft, fingers loosening a bit, sliding up then gripping again, soft grunts 
breathed into him with every curl of his fingers. 


Pulling his mouth free, Steve nipped Bruce's neck "Lay back" 


Bruce leaned his body back, keeping his grip on Steve's cock as he rose up onto his knees, shifting around and 
straddling Bruce's head. Bruce licked his lips, watching as Steve lowered his hips, opening his mouth to accept 
the head of Steve's cock, shuddering when he felt Steve rasp his tongue over his own. Bruce grabbed Steve's 
hips, pulling him lower to take the rest of the shaft into his mouth, raising his head and sucking hard, feeling 
the wiry brush of the hair on Steve's groin against his lips. A low growl that vibrated through his cock made 
Bruce groan, Steve taking him deep, his hand cupping Bruce's balls and rubbing his thumb over the sac. 


Bruce pushed up on Steve's hips, urging him to lift and then pulling him back, Steve's hip starting a slow 


thrust. Clamping his lips round Steve's cock, Bruce lapped and licked, probing the slit when Steve drew up, 
fluttering his tongue over the shaft when he pushed back inside. Sucking, strong one time, gentle the next, 
Bruce's fingers found Steve's cleft and teased his hole, nuzzling his face up against Steve's balls, his own hips 


rocking, seeking more of the hot wet vacuum that surrounded his cock. 


Steve's head rose and fell, turning a bit here and there to twist his mouth round the shaft, sucking hard as 
his lips slid up the shaft, rasping his tongue over the head and flattening his tongue against the underside as 
he swallowed it down, changing the force of the suction and the pattern of his tongue with every stroke, lips 
moving faster as he felt the sac in his hand draw up. 


Pleasured sounds muffled, the first rays of dawn brightening the sky, their harsh breathing echoing through 
the trees, sucking and licking, fucking each others mouths, slick flesh exposed to the cool air for only a 
moment before being greedily taken again. Smooth strokes becoming more frantic, Bruce's finger fucking 


Steve's arse, Steve's hand roughly manipulating his balls, groans shared through their hard cocks. 


Bruce's cock thickened, his back bowing up as he let out a long groan, his come splattering against the roof of 
Steve's mouth and dripping onto his tongue. Steve sucked him hard, swallowing around each spurt, massaging 
Bruce's balls and forcing every bit from inside them, his body shuddering as his own orgasm was triggered by 
the taste. Bruce curled his fingers, massaging Steve's prostate, the first burst of seed hitting the back of his 
throat, filling his mouth with the taste of salt and Steve. 


Steve drew his mouth up, using his hand to squeeze the last drops from Bruce's cock, feeling him shudder 
beneath him. Bruce rasped his tongue over the head, catching the last bit of Steve's, letting it slip from his 
mouth and rolling over his chin. Easing his finger out, he pushed Steve's hip, laughing when he crashed over 
onto his side. 


"Remind me to stalk you through the woods more often" 


Steve snorted, rolling onto his back, reaching over and running his fingers over Bruce's stomach. "Next time 


bring a bloody blanket. This ground is cold” 


"You aren't the one who's been on his back, Harris." Bruce sat up, grinning fondly at him. "Now come on, we 


need to be ready to leave soon and l'm hungry." 
Steve grinned back. "I've already eaten" 
Bruce snorted. "Pervert." 


Lifting Ella into his arms, Michael bent and laid her gently on the blanket, following her down, laughing as she 
rolled them over and climbed on top of him. Kissing his chest, she let her lips move up to his neck, sucking the 
skin, leaving a trail up and onto his jaw. Michael's hand stroked her sides, slipping around her back and down to 


cup her arse, pulling her against him, letting her feel the hard press of his cock. 


Ella slid her hand down his body, reaching for his cock, lifting her head and pouting when he stilled her hand. 
Shaking his head, Michael rolled them again, lifting her skirts and urging her legs apart. His fingers stroked her, 
slipping them into her slit and teasing her lit, moving back on his knees and lowering himself to lay between her 
thighs. The first touch of his tongue made her bite her hand to keep from crying out, a long slow lick up her 
slit, the tip circling the nub before lapping it slowly. 


Ella widened her legs, Michael's tongue moving back down as his thumb pressed her clit, his tongue worming 
inside her. Ella's hips bucked up, pushing herself against his mouth and hand, soft moans leaving her lips. 
Slipping his tongue from inside her, Michael ran it back up her slit and fastened his mouth over her clit, easing 
a finger into her hole and fucking her gently as he sucked the bud, feeling her beginning to tremble, her hands 
pressing his head. 


Twisting away, Michael laughed when she cursed. "Turn over." Ella turned onto her stomach, letting him draw 
her up on her knees, biting her lip as she felt his fingers slip back inside her. Michael fucked her slowly, 
undoing his breeches with his other hand and reaching in to draw out his cock, moving closer to her. Ella 
opened her mouth to protest when his fingers left her, the words lost when he replaced them with his cock, 
thrusting deep inside her. 


Michael's hands gripped her hips, her skirts bunched up over her back as she pushed back against him, taking 
him completely inside the tight grasp, slick with her juices. Long, slow thrusts, Michael drawing his cock out till 
only the tip stayed inside before pushing forward to bury himself again, Ella rocking back to meet each driving 


motion, her fingers curled into the blanket. 


Bending over her, Michael nipped the back of her neck, laughing when she jumped, the movement making her 
cry out as his cock rammed into her. Turning her head, Ella moaned as his mouth found her, his tongue licking 
hers, the tip teasing the roof of her mouth, his steady thrusts making her tighten around him. Michael pulled 
out, keeping his mouth on hers as he turned his body, stretching out on his back beside her and grasping her 
hips, guiding her to straddle his body. 


Cursing the skirts which hindered her progress, Ella glared at Michael. "Stay still" Arranging herself over him, 
she fumbled under her skirts, holding his cock as she lowered herself. Michael felt the tip press against her 
and thrust his hips up as she took him inside. Ella cried out, dropping down onto him, leaning forward and 
bracing her hands on his chest. 


Ella slowly lifted her arse, letting Michael's cock slide out just a bit before letting her body go back down. 
Michael cupped her arse, helping to lift her up and then setting her down, higher each time until the full length 
of his cock was moving in and out of her hole, her clit pressing against him as she ground herself around the 


base of his shaft. 


Gradually the strokes speeded up, Ella's pussy clenching around him, her breathing as ragged as his. Michael 


drove himself upwards, letting her weight impale herself as she settled back down, her arse smacking his 


thighs, their eyes locked as they felt the first telltale signs of impending orgasm overtaking them both. 


Faster, harder, breath now sobbed as Ella trembled, her fingers digging into his chest. Michael felt her walls 
pulse, quickly sitting up and grabbing the back of her head to capture her mouth, catching the cry that burst 
from her throat as she came, shuddering, grinding against him, the rhythmic convulsions around his cock 
dragging the seed from his balls, splashing inside her, groaning into her mouth as he pushed her down hard on 


his cock. 


Shaking, muscles trembling, the last shocks of pleasure still trickling through them they held each other, Ella's 
head dropping to rest on Michael's shoulder as his hand stroked her back. 


Amusement evident even in the slightly breathless tone of his voice, Michael pressed his lips to her ear. "Good 


morn, madam." 


Ella snorted, raising her head. "Now, if you woke me like that on the Helloween, | wouldn't be so grumpy you 
know." 


Michael ran his tongue up her throat, laughing when she shivered. "Madam, if | could get you that awake on 


the Helloween | would. Now, come, we must head back and get ready to ride." 
Ella giggled. "I'm already mounted." 


Michael cocked an eyebrow, laughing with her. "Aye, indeed you are." 


The morning passed quickly, both groups stopping at nearly the same time for a rest before pushing on, the 
first reaching the meeting place in the early afternoon. Leaving Nicko and Ale to set up the camp, the rest 
scattered between two nearby villages in search of new mounts, rejoining the other two with tasks 


successfully completed and settling down to wait for the others. 


The second group was not faring as well, slowed by not only the tired horses but by the women, although 
neither complained both were showing the signs of being near as exhausted as their mounts. As the sun began 


its descent, they entered a densely wooded area, assured by Catherine that their journey was near an end. 


Daylight was nearly obliterated by the thick stand of trees, the eerie silence setting them all on edge. Even the 
horses seemed to sense not only their rider's unease, but the heavy weight of the foliage that surrounded 
them. A snap of a twig and hands went to their weapons, eyes darting from one dark place to another. Shallow 


breaths, not even wanting to disturb the air lest something much more evil sensed their presence. 


The whistle of air was followed by a shrill scream of pain as Ella's horse reared, the shaft of an arrow buried 
in his shoulder. Michael grabbed for her as the beast crashed to the ground, throwing her into the road, 


confusion breaking out as the woods seemed to part around them. 


Michael threw himself from his horse, the rest closing ranks around him as he kneeled beside Ella. 


A soft laugh came from the trees, shapes becoming visible, both mounted and on foot, slowly surrounding 


them. 
"Well, well. What do we have here?" 


Some masked, some hooded, all carrying weapons ranging from bow and arrows to staffs, all eyeing the pirates 


with disdain. 


"What do you want from us?" Bruce pulled his sword, keeping his eyes on the one who had spoken. "We have no 
quarrel with you, stand back and let us pass." 


"Well, now. | can't do that. You see, there is a toll to use this way, and you haven't paid it" 
Steve's eyes had settled on a hooded man who sat his horse beside the speaker. "And what is this toll?" 


The masked figure tapped a finger on his chin. "Your horses. Your money." Leaning forward, he stared at Steve. 


"Your women" 
Steve bared his teeth. "My arse." 
The leader laughed, eyeing Steve. "Aye, if you think it is worth payment for." 


Bruce tightened his legs on his mount, the horse jumping forward. Spinning him around, Bruce eyed the masked 
figure. "We pay nothing. And you will let us pass." 


A shout from behind them signaled an attack by one of the highwaymen, Ulis voice sounding a scant second 
before there was a clash of blades. In an instant, the rest were engaged, the quiet of the woods shattered by 
the sounds of fighting; steel upon, steel, the thud of wood hitting flesh, screams of rage and pain, all heaped on 


one another as the small group of pirates closed ranks. 


Sascha dismounted, his balance on his mount too precarious for him to feel he was able to be effective, the 
sight of him on his feet making several of the highwaymen step back, his size alone a detriment. Taking 
advantage of this, he waded in, sword swinging in one hand, dirk in the other, systematically chopping right and 
left, ignoring the blows that found him until a staff crashed into his back, eliciting a sickening shriek, sending 
him to his knees. Ready to take advantage of the downed man, the sword wielding robber moved in, drawing his 
arm back for a blow that would have cleaved Sascha's head from his body only to freeze on the backswing, 


his body jerking wildly as the tip of a dirk appeared through his chest. 


The body crumpled to the ground, sliding off the blade to reveal Catherine, face pale but determined, a snarl 
on her lips and her eyes as wild as any of the men's. Swinging her body in front of Sascha, she weaved the 


blade back and forth, daring the next to approach her. Sascha struggled to his feet, wading back into the fight, 


only enough time to spare her a glance as he sought out his next opponent. 


Kirk swung his dual blades, catching the man he was fighting unaware with the speed of his attack, crossing 
the rapiers and drawing them down either side of the man's neck, twin arches of blood spurting into the air as 


the form staggered several steps before collapsing to the ground. 


Kai and Uli were back to back, both men now on the ground, Uli taking hard blows to his shoulders and nearly 
losing his head to his still mounted opponent until he changed his attack and drove his cutlass into the horse's 
chest, sending the dying beast crashing to his knees, his rider tumbling off and finding himself unable to rise 
before the still bloody blade ripped through his stomach. Kai had lowered himself until his own attacker had to 
dismount to even reach him with his sword, using the shorter height of his body to his own advantage and 
coming in low until with a slicing motion he was able to catch the back of the man's thigh, crippling him, a fast 


stab cutting off the bellow of pain as he rammed the tip of the cutlass through his chest. 


Ella had regained her feet and was now back to back with Kirk, both trying to turn back the longer swords of 
the attackers, several small cuts running blood on both, more engaged in self preservation than in doing 
damage, Ella's breath sobbing in her chest as she struggled to counteract the thrusts and strikes from the 
man in front of her. A sharp cry and she felt the rapier fall from numb fingers as the flat of his sword 
caught her forearm. Michael saw, engaged in his own battle with one of the highwaymen, unable to do more 


than cast horrified eyes as the man raised his sword and stepped in. 


Silent death found the attacker in the guise of a large arm that wrapped around his throat as a sword ran 
through his back, the arm releasing him to shove his convulsing form off the blade. Sascha spun back around, 
bringing his blade around in a long arc and burying the edge in the side of the man menacing Kirk, never 


stopping to check to see the effectiveness of his blows but simply moving on to the next. 


Steve crowded his horse forward, knocking the mount of his opponent off balance, throwing himself out of the 
saddle and taking the man to the ground with him, the two rolling several times before coming to their feet, 
circling warily. Bodies crashing together, they struggled back and forth, each trying to overpower the other. 


The fight between Michael and the man who had struck Sascha with the staff was still raging, the longer 
weapon keeping the pirate captain from moving in with ease, his own long reach making the staff much less 
effective than it would normally have been. The sharp blade was able to gouge chunks of wood from the staff, 
weakening it, until with a loud snap it gave, allowing Michael to duck inside and end it with a single thrust of his 


blade. 


Dropping the reins to his horse's neck, Bruce used his legs to urge him forward, turning in the saddle to parry 
the blows from the leader's sword. A rake of the blade over his horse's neck sent the beat into a panic, 
unseating his rider and sending him crashing to the ground, Bruce trying to roll away from the sharp hooves 
of the other man's mount. With a hard yank on the reins, the highwayman brought the forelegs of the horse 


off the ground, rearing above Bruce, intending to use the animal himself as a weapon. 


Tangled in the legs of his own horse, Bruce curled himself up, waiting to feel the crushing blow, instead hearing 
a beastly scream as something hot and wet rained down over him, the hooves glancing against his leg as the 
horse fell to the ground, kicking and shrieking in pain. Managing to gain his feet, Bruce found himself covered in 
the horse's innards, blood and gore dripping from his face, his eyes shocked to see the eviscerated animal still 
thrashing on the ground. Taking his sword, Bruce swiftly cut the suffering animal's throat, speeding his death 


along. 
"Hold or | kill him!" 


Sascha's cry rang through the fight, the would be robbers stopping and gaping at the sight of their leader 
dangling like a child's toy from the arm wrapped around his throat. 


"Drop your weapons!" The voice was strained, fighting for air through the press on his throat but left no 
room for argument, the robbers obeying their leader and letting the implements clatter to the ground. Michael 
ran to Ella, lifting her in his arms and carrying her over to the grass, kneeling and setting her down beside 
him. Taking her face in his hands, he examined her eyes, waiting until she gave him a tentative smile before 
letting out a sigh of relief and beginning to check her wounds. 

Kirk, Uli and Kai gathered he attackers into a group, watching them as Steve checked on Bruce, making sure he 
was alright before going to Sascha Sascha lowered the leader to the ground, surrendering him to Bruce to be 
taken over to join what was left of his band. Catherine, breathing hard and shaking, joined the group guarding 
the prisoners, casting worried looks over her shoulder as Steve approached Sascha. 

Steve shook his head, staring up at the Helloween's crewman, "Bloody hell, you're a one man force." 

Sascha grinned through the blood that streaked his face. "Is good to be big sometimes." 

Steve held out his hand. "My thanks. If you hadn't.Bruce..." 

Sascha didn't hesitate, reaching out to grip Steve's forearm. "Is nothing." 

"Aye, it is." Steve wiped his arm over his face, rubbing at the dirt and sweat. "| am indebted to you." 

Sascha shook his head. "Nay, you are not. Let us say we are even" 


Steve nodded. "Done." 


"Good. Now | need to see to Catherine." Sascha left Steve staring after him, again marvelling at the speed and 
ease the big man had shown in dispatching his opponents. Bruce left the group around the now subdued 
attackers, coming back to Steve and briefly resting his hand on his chest. 


"You alright?" 


Steve raised his eyebrows. "Aye. You?" 


Bruce held out his arms. "Apart from smelling like the inside of a horse and a few bruises on my legs, I'm 


fine." 


Steve snorted, looking past Bruce's shoulder at Sascha and Catherine, Sascha's hand cupping her cheek as he 


smiled down at her. "Bloody bastard. He just cuts a path right through them all." 


Bruce looked back, grinning when he saw the gore spattered crewman wearing a decidedly smitten expression. 


"Aye, he does." 
"Bruce, Harry. Are you both well?" 


Both men turned to face Michael and Ella, his arm holding her tightly to his side. "Aye, we're fine. Ella, are you 


alright?" Bruce took her arm, examining the cuts that ran in staggered patterns from her elbow to hand. 
"Aye. | think | need to learn a longer sword." 


Steve snorted. "Aye, it might not be a bad idea. But right now | think we need to get out of here. There may 


be more that come looking for these when they don't return” 

"What should we do with them?" Bruce looked down at himself. "And | should try to clean up a bit: 
"Kill them." 

Ella gasped, the flat tone from Michael shocking her. "Michael, just like that?" 


"Madam, do you think they would have spared us? You and Catherine yes, at least until they finished with you. 
But the men? Nay, they would have slit our throats and left us to die.” 


"He's right, Ella. Gather the horses; Sascha, Uli and | will take care of what needs to be done." With that, Steve 
touched Bruce's arm and went to speak quietly to Sascha and then Uli, both men nodding in agreement. 


"Madam, you and Catherine stay here with the horses. Kirk and Bruce as well" Leaving her standing 
openmouthed, Weikath went to Kai and told him what they planned, Kirk overhearing and going pale, hurrying 


over to join Ella and Bruce. 


"Come Ella, let's get the horses." Catherine joined them, the three silent as they soothed the nervous animals, 
the smell of blood make them skittish, gathering the reins and leading them down the road a bit, keeping their 
backs to what was happening behind them. 


One by one, until only the leader was left, defiant eyes staring as he faced Steve. "I give you your dues, | 


would not have expected such a fight from noblemen 


Steve cocked an eye at him, shaking his head. "It is indeed a pity you did not ask any of us to identify ourself, 


else you would have saved yourself a great deal, including your own life." 

"Who are you" 

"Steve Harris, first mate of the Iron Maiden" Even as the highwayman's eyes widened, Sascha slit his throat 
Stepping aside, Steve nodded. "That's it then Lets go 

Joining the rest of the group, Bruce now changed into fresh clothes with most of the blood sluiced off using a 


skin of water, they remounted, Bruce and Ella each taking one of the highwaymen's mounts to replace their 


own injured horses, and headed off to catch up to the rest, still several hours ahead. 
"Any sign?" 

Markus shook his head. "Nay, and | thought they would be with us now.’ 

Andi, leaned against him, both staring down the road. "They will be here soon" 

"| hope so. Is taking too long," 

"Mr. Markus? Nicko wanted to know if he should start supper." 

"| do not know, Ale." Markus rubbed his eyes. "Aye, tell him to do so." 

Andi touched Markus’ face. "They are not that late. They will be here." 

Markus wrapped his arm around Andis waist. "I hope so." 


"You worry too much. Come on, come sit and stop staring. It only makes the waiting worse." Davey guided 
Markus and Andi over to the fire, glancing back along the road. 


Where were they? 


They were making all possible haste, the time spent dealing with the would be robbers having put them much 
further behind than they realized. Night was beginning to fall and according to Catherine they still had a 


distance to go before reaching the agreed upon stopping place. 


The horses were strained near to their limit, Sascha's mount in particular having trouble keeping up, its 
greater bulk and that of its rider making the animal labor for every breath, every stride an effort. The beast 
stumbled, nearly pitching both itself and its rider to the ground, Sascha reining him in, stopping to let him rest 
for a moment. The rest slowed, wheeling their horses around and riding back to where he stood next to the 
animal's head, rubbing the foam flecked muzzle as the horse took in great draughts of air. 


"| do not think he can go further." 


Catherine swung own from her own horse, peering at the red rimmed nostrils of the blowing horse, shaking 


her head. "He's pretty done in" 

"We will rest for a moment" Michael dismounted as well, going to Ella and lifting her down. They rest also slid 
off the exhausted horses, leading them over to the grassy edge and letting them graze a bit. A shout 
accompanied by a loud groan made them turn in time to see Sascha's horse sink to the ground, eyes rolled 
back, his sides giving several heaves before stilling. 


"Oh, nay...” 


Ella pulled away from Michael, joining Catherine and Sascha at the great head, kneeling beside the now unmoving 
form. Sascha sighed, shaking his head. "Is best if you go ahead. | will come as fast as | can 


"We cannot leave you to walk these roads alone. There may well be other bands that will try to rob you." 

‘It is what you must do Captain Weikath." 

"Can't two of us ride double and let Sascha use one of the other horses?" 

Bruce shook his head. “There isn't another one that is capable of carrying him, Kirk" 

Steve sighed. "You go on. I'll walk with him." 

Sascha looked as surprised as everyone else. 

"Nay." Weikath gave Ella a swat on her rump. "Madam. You, Catherine, Kirk, Uli and Kai make haste to meet the 


rest. They should have new horses. Send Ale and Andi back with the ones for us. Tell Markus we do not want 


him putting more work on his horse, so he should stay." 
"But, Michael..." 
"Do not argue with me. Go." 


Grumbling in disagreement but getting nowhere with the determined captain, they remounted and thundered 


off in the direction of their awaiting companions. 


"Well, shall we?" 


Leading their horses, Weikath's carrying the saddle and bridle from Sascha's, the four men started walking, 
Sascha turning for a last look at the motionless form they had dragged to the side of the road, glowing eyes 


already edging closer from the woods. 


Markus jumped up, eyes searching into the darkness. "I hear horses." 


Deciding to err on the side of caution, they took up their weapons, waiting to see the identity of the riders. 
When the hoofbeats slowed, Markus motioned everyone to draw back, leaving just Nicko and Adrian at the fire, 
the rest watching from the shadows. 


"Andi? Markus?" 
Markus grinned. "Is Ella!" 


Coming out to meet them, the babble of excited voices drowned Ella out until Kai bellowed for order. "Andi! Alel 
Take Sascha's horse and three for the others and go to meet them. They are walking so they will not have 
gotten far." 


Andi and Ale hurried off, not waiting to hear Kai's explanation of what had happened. Markus argued heatedly, 
wanting to go as well until a finger suddenly jabbed him in the chest. "Bloody helll The captain told you to stay 
and stay you shalll We've already had one horse drop dead, what good are you if that beast of yours doesn't 
make it all the way to London and you can't be there then? No fucking good at all, would you be! So sit your 


arse down and shut up!" 
Stunned, Markus sat and stared at Catherine. 


"Right! Now, let's have things ready when they get here." Wiping her hands on her dress, Catherine headed off, 


bearing down on Nicko. 

Ella giggled at the look on Markus’ face. "Isn't much bothers her, is there?" 

Markus watched Catherine as she more or less shoved the Beelezebub’s cook out of her way, pointing and 
sending him off in search of more wood, a stern look at Davey sending him off behind Nicko. "Nay. She does 
what she has to." 


Ella sighed. "It took me weeks to get past shooting Roland." 


"She is not like you. Her life has been hard, Ella. She has learned not to let what she has to do bother her." 


"Aye, Markus, | know." 


Filled with a new admiration for the other woman, Ella rose to her feet and went to offer her help. 


Sixteen 
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With the last of the party finally arriving, most were off to their blankets soon after eating and hearing of 
the days adventures, leaving only a small group gathered around the fire. The three captains, Kirk, Markus and 
Steve all sat making plans, having decided that after the incident earlier that day they would damn the risks 
and travel together. Kai was restless, fidgeting so much that Michael finally threatened to sit on him, sending 
the captain of the Ray stalking off, muttering darkly. 

Bruce watched him go, shaking his head. "What's wrong with him?" 

"He is..ah..still a bit excited from today." 


Steve srickered, watching as Kai disappeared into the trees. "In need of companionship?" 


"Aye, Harry." Michael lit his pipe, leaning back on one hand. "Kai has always needed to have a companion after a 


battle. He is still too full of energy.” 

Steve thought for a moment. "I'll be right back" Jumping to his feet, he went over to a pile of blankets and 
crouched down, speaking to the occupant. A tousled head lifted, the person throwing back the blankets and 
getting to his feet, heading off in the same direction Kai had gore. Steve rejoined the group, wearing a smug 
grin. 

Bruce studied him carefully. "What did you just do?" 

Steve shrugged. "Told him to go check on Kai, he was upset and | thought he could use someone to talk to." 
Michael snorted. "Remind me never to say | am lonely near you, Harry." 

"Captain Hansen?" 

Kai rolled his eyes. "Aye?" 


Henjo sat down beside him. "What is wrong?" 


"Nothing is wrong, Henjo, | am just..." 


Kai yelped when Henjo's hand began stroking his thigh. "You are..?" 
"Henjo! What about Jason?" 


"What about Jason?" Kai groaned when a strong body sat down behind hin, pulling him back to rest on his 
chest. 


"Jason is same way. So why not?" 

Kai tilted his head back, sighing as Jason nipped the side of his neck. "So why are we not naked?" 
"Ah, did someone else just..?" 

Steve nodded. "I figured Jason wouldn't be far behind Henjo." 


"| think I'll turn in. Good night." Kirk kept his head down, going to his blankets and curling up under them, pulling 


them over his head. 

"Bloody hell, what's wrong with him? And why did he make his place so far away from everyone?" 

Bruce pursed his lips, taking a minute to think about the wording he would use to get his point across without 
sending Steve off. "Where's a bloody windowseat when you need one,’ he muttered, not realizing he spoke loud 
enough to be heard. 


"What?" Steve was wearing a puzzled frown. "What are you mumbling about windowseats for?" 


Michael slapped Markus’ leg. "I think that is our signal to say good night as well. | will see all of you in the 
morn" Markus nodded, rising with the Helloween's captain, the two heading off to their beds. 


Bruce watched them go, feeling Steve's eyes still on him. Turning his head, he gave him a weak grin, reaching 
out and taking Steve's hand, lacing their fingers. "Do you realize what you just did?" 


"| told Henjo that Kai needed someone to talk to." 
"Aye, and in doing that you sent him out there to offer Kai comfort" 
"Aye, | did." 


"Not even thinking of what Jason might feel.” 


Steve shook his head. "Nay, Henjo told me that they..at times shared a bed" 

Bruce's eyebrows rose. "I need to pay more mind to the conversations between the first mates." 
Steve tightened his fingers around Bruce's. "Aye, they can be very informative." 

"But Kirk did not know this." 

"Nay, why would he?" Steve shrugged, not seeing Bruce's point. 

"So, what he saw was you telling one of a couple to go to another man to offer him comfort" 
"Aye, but.fuck Its completely different!" 


"Not to him." Bruce shifted closer, drawing Steve's hand over to rest on his thigh. "He is already isolating 


himself. l'm sure that seeing so many sleeping with each other isn't helping.” 
Steve looked at the still mound of blankets. "So what should we do? I'm not inviting him into our bed" 


Bruce punched his shoulder, laughing. "I'm not saying you should. But without saying anything, lets move our 
blankets next to him, that way he doesn't feel so alone." 


"That means we can't..." 
Bruce leaned over, placing his lips against Steve's. "Nay, we can't. But in two days we'll be in a room and we 
can" Opening his mouth, Bruce slipped his tongue over Steve's lips. With a quiet groan, Steve opened his mouth 


to accept Bruce's tongue, kissing him back, the strokes of their tongues gentle and unhurried. 


When their mouths parted, Steve rested his forehead against Bruce's. "Aye, come on, before all my good 


intentions are damned and | drag you off into the trees.” 
Bruce laughed as Steve stood, pulling him to his feet. "Promises, promises, Harris." 


Kirk pulled the blankets down, quickly swiping his sleeve over his face before he turned, the surprise showing in 


his eyes as he saw Bruce and Steve rearranging their blankets beside him. "What are you doing?" 


Bruce grinned. "We figured you must have found a good place if you were all the way out here while the rest 


of us were over there, so we decided to join you." 


Kirk sat up, his eyes on Steve. "| wasn't here to try to hide anything." 


Steve sat down on the blankets, pulling his boots off. "Aye, we know that." 


Bruce sat down as well, tugging his own off before sliding under the blankets, he and Steve playfully shoving 
each other for more room. "Right, we just thought..ow, you arse, stop hogging the bloody blankets!" 


"Me? Who has most of the bed? As usual | might add!" 

‘lm broader so | need more room!" 

"Right, never mind you end up sleeping with half of you draped over mel" 
Kirk started to giggle. 


"Me draped over you? Right, Harris! You end up with your arm and leg over me, snoring right into my bloody 
ear, half the time drooling on my neck!" 


"Oh, right! Which is why every fucking morning half of my chest is wet from your slobber!" Steve threw 
himself down, glaring at Bruce. "Not to mention your little sighs and wheezes that go on all night!" 


Bruce flung himself down as well. "Try sleeping next to that death rattle that shakes the fucking bed!" 
Kirk stretched back out, still giggling, watching them with bright eyes. 
"If | do snore it's because your weight is crushing me and l'm trying to breathe!" 


Bruce rolled onto his side, facing Kirk, his eyes closed. "Not bloody likely! And keep it up, Harris, and my weight 


isn't going to be on you for quite a while!" 


Steve turned on his side as well, spooning around Bruce, his face against Bruce's neck, his arm draped over his 
waist, their hands finding each other and linking their fingers. "Shut up and go to sleep." 


Bruce used their joined hands to pull Steve closer, sighing when Steve's leg moved over his. "G'night." 
Steve grumbled something in reply. 


Kirk closed his eyes, the smile still on his face, unaware that both men cracked an eye open, checking on him 


before closing their eyes for real. 


Over on his own blankets, Michael nodded his head at the antics, tightening his arm around Ella when she 


moved in her sleep. Content that everything was right and all were taken care of, the captain closed his eyes. 


Meanwhile, the three in the woods had progressed to being naked, Kai on his back between Henjo and Jason, his 
body squirming in delight as two sets of hands roamed his flesh and two warm and wet mouths sucked and 


licked over his chest. 


Jason worked his way up, attacking Kai's throat, Henjo's mouth moving lower to slip Kai's cock in his mouth, 
hands roaming over each other, cocks and balls teasing and caressed. Jason sat up and guided Kai to straddle 
Henjo's waist, wetting fingers on both hands and pushing one into each of their arses, thrusting them slowly, 
grinning as the two men squirmed and moaned, their cocks grinding together. Adding a second to both, Jason 
twisted and turned them inside, readying them both, his own cock twitching in anticipation of what was to 


come. 


Shuddering as Jason withdrew his fingers, Kai lowered himself onto Henjo's cock, placing his palms flat on his 
chest and letting out a breath as the head breached the ring, the shaft slowly disappearing into him as he 
settled himself down, Jason's chest pressed against his back, his fingers also leaving Henjo's arse, quickly 
replacing them with his cock, sliding himself into the tight hole as Kai came to rest with his arse on Henjo's 
thighs, feeling him thrust up to meet the downward push of Jason's cock. 


The three quickly found a rhythm, Jason thrusting into Henjo as Kai lifted up, Kai dropping back as Jason 
withdrew, Henjo rocking his hips between the two. His hand wrapped around Kai's cock, wanking him with short, 


hard strokes, drawing out a groan as Kai thrust on to his fingers. 


Jason's teeth scraped Kai's shoulder, making him yip and tighten convulsively around Henjo's cock, which in turn 
made his arse clench around Jason, all three groaning as the pace increased, long, fast strokes into Henjo, Kai 
rising up till only the head remained inside before dropping back down, flesh slapping, sweat forming and running 


over their skin, the cooler air making them shiver. 


Jason reached around Kai, cupping his balls as Henjo jerked his cock, palming the sac and squeezing, Kai arching 
his back and turning his head to lick Jason's neck, his breath panting over the wet skin. Jason leaned forward, 
bending Kai over Henjo, the three trying to share a kiss, ending up licking and sucking each other's extended 


tongues, Jason's weight forcing Kai down onto Henjo's cock, his own trapped between them. 


Henjo was grinding his teeth, trying to keep from coming too soon, the combination of Kai's arse wrapped 
around his cock and Jason's thick shaft plunging in and out of him making him struggle for control, trying to 
concentrate on the cock in his hand, varying his strokes, several slow, lazy pumps followed by a few rapid 


jerks, pinching the head, rubbing his thumb over it to spread the precum, rolling the hood back and forth. 


Kai was nearly as desperate as Henjo, the long, slim cock deep inside him, the talented hands working not only 
his cock but Jason's continued manipulations of his balls making him dig his fingers into Henjo's chest, all feeling 
focused below his waist. Jason sat back, taking Henjo's legs and pushing them up toward his chest, his thighs 
pressing against Kai's, rolling his hips up higher to change the angle of Jason's thrusts into his arse. 


The change in position was the beginning of the end, Jason's cock hitting Henjo's prostate with every thrust, 
the first tingling starting in his balls, building into a knot at the base of his spine that crept up and into his 


mind, spots dancing before his eyes, all movements of his hand automatic as he concentrated on the feel of 


Kai's arse around him and Jason's cock fucking him hard and fast. 


Henjo's back bowed, thrusting himself deep into Kai, clamping around Jason and shouting as he came, writhing 
and shaking, his hips jerking wildly. Kai arched his back, leaning back against Jason as Henjo's come filled his 
arse, his cock throbbing in the tight grip as his seed arced from the tip, splashing down onto Herjo's chest. 
Jason hissed, Henjo's arse literally dragging the seed from his balls, trapping his cock in a hot vise that pulsed 
around him, coming in thick streams that coated the walls that surrounded him. 


Shuddering, hips still thrusting in random motions, breath coming fast and hearts pounding, the three collapsed 
in a sweaty, sticky heap, unwilling and unable to move until the cool air made them shiver. They slowly parted, 
stopping to share several contented kisses as they pulled on their breeches, Kai and Jason forcing Henjo back 
to the ground and licking the come from his skin as he wiggled under their tongues. 


Dressed and sated, the three made their way back to their beds, bidding each other a good rest before 


crawling into their blankets and dropping into satisfied oblivion. 


Most of the group were up with the dawn, anxious to get back on the road, their journey more than half over. 
It was decided that Davey and Adrian would remain behind, both men keeping their disappointment well hidden 
as they watched the others mount up and get ready to resume the trek to London 


Steve rode over to where they stood, bending over the neck of his horse and speaking quietly. "| know you are 
not happy with being left behind, but what you do is no less important. You will also need to find another 
mount for Edward. The Irish draughts that Sascha and Markus are now riding are a good choice if you can find 
another. And do not forget that Sascha will need another mount as well. In fact, if you can get a better one 


for Markus do that. Have you enough coin?" 

Davey shrugged. "If not we'll get them another way." 

"Nay! Do not draw any attention to yourselves." Steve pulled his purse from his sash and tossed it to Adrian. 
“There, that should be enough in itself. Take care, and be ready when we return. There will be no rest until we 
reach the ships." Bidding them farewell, he wheeled his horse and trotted back to rejoin Bruce. 

"What did you tell them?" 

"That what they are doing is just as important as what we are. And also to get three additional mounts for 
Edward, Sascha and Markus. That plow horse Markus was riding is a strong beast, but he will not be able to 


keep the speed we will need when returning to port." 


"Aye. You gave them more coin?" 


"Aye, | told them do not draw attention Davey was making plans to steal if they couldn't buy." 
Bruce snorted. "If it's a woman with the beast he could charm it out of her with that bloody smile." 


"Aye, but that wouldn't be the only thing he would charm her out of, and the less to remember us the 
better." 


Michael joined them, his face set in rather grim lines. "Are we ready?" 


"Aye." Bruce stood in his stirrups, turning to motion the rest to start moving. Michael took the lead, Sascha 
and Markus right behind him, followed by Ella, Catherine and Kirk. Bruce looked at Steve, reaching over and 

touching his arm before kicking his horse into motion, Steve right behind him, the rest falling in as they left 
the cover of the trees. The road under the horses’ hooves once again they put heels to their flanks, making 


for London with all possible haste. 


The morning was uneventful, a brief stop for a cold meal of bread and dried meat and they were back on the 
road. Near the end of the afternoon, the luck they had been clinging to ended when the sky darkened, a cold, 
drenching rain beginning to fall, leaving them miserable and shivering, having to slow their pace when the 


horses began slipping on the wet packed ground. 


Catherine was particularly unhappy. Unlike the others she had no heavy cloak or coat, refusing Sascha's offer 
of his, reminding him in rather acerbic tones that it would nearly drag on the bloody ground. With a much put 
upon sigh, Michael dropped back, removing his own cloak and thrusting it at her. "Not a word! Take it!" 


Mouth agape, Catherine took the cloak, watching as he spurred his horse and returned to the front of the 
group. Wrapping it around herself, she huddled into the warmth left from his body, her eyes still on his back, 
the rain soaking through his shirt. Markus went to remove his, a chopping motion of Michael's hand stilling him 
before he had the clasp undone. 


"He's determined to make me say something nice about him." 


Ella and Kirk both giggled at the cryptic remark. 


By the time they stopped to make some sort of camp for the night the rain had stopped but the air was cold 
and damp, the ground soaked. Starting a fire was nearly impossible, and by the time they did get one going 
they barely had enough energy to heat water to make something warm to try to take the chill from their 
bones, and finding a somewhat dry place to spread their blankets was an impossibility. Instead, they huddled 
around the fire, bodies pressed together to share what little warmth they could. Many fell asleep sitting up, 


Ella curled up in Michael's lap, Catherine in Sascha's, almost everyone eventually coupling with someone to try 


to share enough heat to grab a few minutes of rest. 

Uli and Kai wrapped themselves together, leaving Kirk and Rob the only singles, both men unwilling to risk 
Steve's anger by offering to share. Unaware at first, Steve held Bruce to his chest, his chin on his shoulder, 
dozing lightly, missing the furtive glances that kept coming his way. 

"Kirk, Rob. Move together." 


Steve's eyes snapped open at Michael's words. Looking at Kirk, he frowned when the wet curls shook, Kirk 
clutching his cloak tighter around him, his eyes on Steve. Steve groaned, shaking his head. "Kirk, stop. Rob, 
move with him." 

Kirk flinched away when Rob moved behind him. "Nay, | am fine." 


Rob snorted. "Well, I'm not.” Opening his cloak, he wrapped it around Kirk, pulling him back against his chest. 


Kirk's face paled, his body visibly shaking. "Nay!" Shoving his way out of Rob's arms, he jumped up and walked 


away from the fire. 


Rob looked stunned, turning his eyes to his captain. Michael sighed and shook his head. "Is not you. He just 


worries that...” 
"For fuck's sake, | told him to sit with Kirk!" Steve's words were clipped, the anger showing in his face. 
"Is not just that, Harry. He does not feel comfortable being pinned to someone." 


Steve pushed himself to his feet, not saying anything, simply walking to where Kirk stood Kirk refused to look 
at him, keeping his head down, the hood of his cloak pulled forward to hide his face. "Kirk Rob wouldn't hurt 


you." 


"| know." 
“Then why..?" 
"| do not know!" Kirk's voice was desperate. "But when | felt his arms, | just.! could not breathe." 


Steve moved to stand behind him, glancing over his shoulder at Bruce, seeing his barely perceptible nod 
Opening his cloak, he folded it around Kirk, wrapping his arms around him as well. Kirk stiffened, his body 
trembling slightly. Steve's voice was low and soothing, "It is not a threat, only to try to make you more 
comfortable. You are cold, tired and overwrought, as are we all" Steve felt a subtle change, the rigid posture 


relaxing slightly. "| am right there, Bruce is right there. Michael is, Sascha is. No one will harm you.” 


Kirk nodded. "Aye." Turning his head, he offered Steve a timid smile. "Thank you." 


Steve shook his head. "Nay, no reason for that. Now come on, it's much warmer by the fire." Stepping back, he 
took Kirk's arm and drew him back to the circle, watching as he tentatively settled back in front of Rob, his 
body tensing again before he seemed to take a deep breath and force himself to relax. Returning to Bruce, 
Steve sat down behind him, drawing him back into the folds of his cloak and placing his chin back on his 


shoulder. 


Unaware of ice blue eyes that watched him carefully, Steve let himself doze again 


As soon as the sky lightened enough for them to be able to see the road, they were off again, now more 
anxious than ever to arrive. The chill seemed to be set in their bones, all of them longing for the gentle 
warmth of the waters they frequented, grumbling at the weather that none of those who had left these 


shores had missed. 


Midmorning found them at the turn that would take them across to the main road into London, again splitting 
into two smaller groups. The first waited just inside the city for the second to join them, the large population 


making it much easier to blend so many in. 


Their first order of business would be to find out when Edward was due to arrive and when his trial was set 
to begin. Uli, Henjo and Jason rode off alone to find out what they could, the others splitting between two 
lodging houses. Ella suggested seeing if there was a house they could rent on the guise of being a lord and lady 
with their entourage, in London to do some shopping for their estate. 


After changing into fresh clothes, Ella and Andi set out to see if they could find such a place, returning less 
than an hour later with good news, the group leaving Markus behind to wait for the others and heading off to 
a small house on the outskirts of the city. Despite being worn to the bone, Ale, Nicko and Ella went back out to 


stock up on provisions, returning just as Markus, Uli, Henjo and Jason arrived. 


Edward had not arrived, but the jail was buzzing with excitement. His trial was set to begin the following week, 
expected to last only a day or so, with his hanging to be held within a day of it being over. 


"So, they already have him as guilty." Steve dropped his head in his hands. "Why even have the bloody trial?" 


"For the show, Harry." Michael placed a hand on his shoulder. "And this is good, will give us a chance to rest 


the horses and be ready." 


Bruce placed his hand on the small of Steve's back, rubbing slow circles over the tense muscles. "Aye, Michael 


is right." 


Steve pushed his chair back and stood. "I'm tired, l'm going to get some sleep." Without looking at anyone, he 
left the room. 


"Bruce..." 
Bruce sighed. "Aye, Michael, | know." Getting to his feet, he followed Steve. 


Bruce found Steve stretched out on the bed in their room, eyes open and brow furrowed. He had stripped to 
his breeches, lying on his back with his ankles crossed, one arm tucked under his head, the room dark except 
for the flickering shadows cast by the flames in the stone fireplace. Bruce stripped down as well, getting in bed 
next to Steve and stretching out with a groan. 


Dark brown eyes shot him a glace. "Tired?" 


"Aye." Bruce rolled onto his side, tucking himself under Steve's arm and resting his head on his chest, stroking 
his fingers through the hair. "But even more so lm happy to be lying on something that isn't hard or wet" 


Steve moved his arm from behind his head and brought it down to rest across the broad shoulders, his 
fingers twisting strands of Bruce's hair. "Aye." 


"What's wrong?" Bruce tilted his head back in order to be able to see Steve's face. 

"Why do you think there is anything wrong?" 

Bruce snorted. "Because you didn't have a comment for what | said." 

Steve frowned, his shoulder moving under Bruce's head as he shrugged. "What did you say?" 

"| said.inevermind, it's not important." Bruce ran his fingers down to Steve's stomach, feeling him shiver. 


Both men were quiet, Bruce nearly asleep when Steve spoke again. "My family's home is less than half a days 


ride from here. 
Bruce's eyes flew open "Aye?" 
Steve sighed. "Aye" 

Bruce bit his lip. "It would be... 


"Too dangerous. | know. But it doesn't stop me from hating the fact they are so close and that | can't see 
them." 


"| know." Bruce resumed his gentle strokes. "Your mother?" 


"And my sister. Or | am assuming she would still be there." 
"She might have married." 
Steve snorted. "Nay, that's most unlikely.’ 


Again it was quiet. Steve turned onto his side, Bruce moving closer to fit himself against Steve's back. When 


Steve spoke again, his voice was tinged with sadness. "I doubt they would want to see me anyway." 
Bruce couldn't think of an answer for that other than to wrap himself tighter around Steve. 


Bruce didn't bother to open his eyes, instead grousing under his breath when Steve kissed him several times, 
putting his hand against Steve's chest and pushing him away. "Sleeping! Go ‘way!" 


Flipping over onto his stomach, he promptly fell back asleep, waking to the sun already up and Steve gone from 
the bed. He dressed and headed down to the kitchen, the smells drawing him like an invisible rope tied to his 
stomach. Ale looked up from his seat at the table, jumping to his feet and getting Bruce a mug of coffee, 
setting it down on the table in front of him and smiling. 

"Good morn, Captain Dickinson" 

Bruce winced. "While we're here Ale, it would be better not to call me that." 

Ale flushed. "I'm sorry, Cap.Mr. Bruce." 


Bruce shook his head. "Really Ale, Bruce is fine. Have you seen Steve?" 


"Aye. He left very early. He asked me to tell you he had to go, he said you would understand. Would you like 


something to eat?" 
Bruce shook his head, his appetite suddenly gone. "Nay. Where is Michael?" 
"He's in the front parlor..." 


Bruce's chair tipped over, crashing to the floor as he sprinted down the hall, shouting Michael's name. They 


nearly crashed together as he ran into the room, Michael on his way out in search of Bruce. 
Michael grabbed him, fingers digging into his shoulders. "Bruce! What is wrong?" 


Bruce's face showed his panic, his body trembling under Michael's hands. "Steve's gone home." 


Michael closed his eyes and sighed. "Damn him." 


Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy :) 


It hadn't changed. 


Not from the outside anyway. Feeling the tension of his rider, Steve's horse shifted under him, sidestepping and 
tossing his head. Nudging him with his heels, Steve started the animal moving toward the sprawling stone 
house, a fair approximation of a castle set on lush lawns, the changing seasons making the grass and trees a 


less than vivid green 


Steve stopped his horse again, chewing his lip, unsure if he should turn and go back or go on, torn between the 
nearly suffocating need in his chest and the fear that the sight of him would result in pain for those he loved 
most in the world. Not for the first time that day did he wish Bruce was at his side, questioning his decision 


to leave him happily snoring instead of asking -- nay, begging -- him to come along. 


Shaking his head, he turned his horse, deciding that it was best to let sleeping dogs lie. They were doing fine 
without him so why... 


The door opened, a slight figure bursting from the house and running toward him. "Steve!" 

Steve flung himself from the horse, running toward the figure, catching her around the waist and lifting her 
into his arms, her momentum knocking them backwards onto the grass. Laughing through tears, she kissed 
him, his cheeks, his eyes, his chin, one loud smack landing on his ear. Laughing as hard as she, Steve didn't 
realize that tears were wetting his own face, her body warm and light in his arms, her squeals and giggles 


making his chest ache with love and pride. 


"Bloody hell! You're choking me!" Steve gently pried her arms from around his neck, sitting them both up and 
holding her at arms length. "Are you trying to kill me?" 


"Nay! But | should!" She smacked his arm, her lips forming a pout. "Where have you been?" 

| had to leave, Eleanor. | did something that was wrong and..." 

"You left because you didn’t love us!" Eleanor got to her feet, turning her back and stomping toward the house. 
"That's not true." Steve's words came out in a choked whisper, his eyes locked on another figure that had 


stepped from the house. Getting to his feet, he retrieved his horse and walked toward the woman who had 
descended the steps, and was making her way to him, her steps slow, her hand at her throat. 


Stopping in front of her, Steve cleared his throat. "Mother." 
"Stephen 
Unsure of what to do, Steve dropped his eyes, his vision blurred, not seeing her take the final steps to him. 


Her arms enfolded him, her small body shaking as her sobs broke through. Dropping the reins, Steve wrapped 


her in his arms, holding her weight, his face buried in the familiar smell of lilacs that he had missed so much. 
"How will you find it?" 

| don't know Michael, but | have to go. If things are not good, | cannot leave him alone to deal with it" 

"Aye, Bruce, | know. But is best you be careful. If he is seen by some it will not be good" 

"That's another reason for me to go. If anything happens to him..." 

"Aye" 

"We'll be back, Michael. One way or another, we'll be back" 


Michael dropped his head in his hands, listening to the fading footsteps as Bruce left in search of Steve. "Oh 


Edward, when | tell you of the implications this has wrought you will never believe me." 


Passing the reins of his horse to a stablehand who looked vaguely familiar, Steve kept his arm around his 
mother as they went into the house, his eyes hungrily taking in the sights around him. So little had changed, 
there were new paintings on the walls, a new rug under his feet but the house itself remained timeless in its 
beauty. The great curved wooden staircase ascended in all its majesty, the banister still kept to a high polish, 
the same as when he would straddle it and slide to the bottom as a boy, careful to slow his ride before 
hitting the post at the bottom. The post had given him more than a few bruises on his backside, and very 


memorable one on his balls. That had been the last time he ever tried sliding forward. 


Steve blushed when he saw his mother smiling at him, her eyes twinkling in remembrance. "Aye, that was the 


first and only time you cursed in my presence.” 
"| would have cursed God himself at that moment, Mother." 


Steve grunted when she smacked his stomach. "Do not blaspheme, Stephen" 


"If that were but all my sins, Mother." 
Her face sobered. "Your only sin was in loving so much that you could not bear her hurt" 


Steve shook his head, taking her hand to help her as she eased into her favorite chair, moving the stand 
holding her needlework to the side and sitting on the floor at her feet. "My sins are many, but most | live with 
without regret." 


Soft fingers stroked his cheek. "I have missed you. As has your sister. And your father... 
"| was with him when he died" Steve raised his eyes to hers. "I am so sorry for that” 
"That you were with him? Why should you be sorry?" 

"If not for me... 


"Nay, Stephen. When they came and asked him to captain the Dragon, he refused. Until they told him that his 
quarry would be several pirate ships, including the /ron Maiden All he could speak of was the chance to see 
you, to tell you that he loved you, missed you and was proud of you for what you had done. He was not happy 
that someone had died. But he understood. He wanted to kill him, but he could not. He admired you for not 
caring what it cost you." 


"When | saw him..." 


"Tell me what happened. | have heard the Navy's idea of the truth, that your ship struck the Dragon while it 


was unable to move, but | find myself a bit disbelieving.” 


"We did not strike her, she struck another Navy ship that was attempting to ram us. He saved not only my 
life but the lives of the Maiden's crew, and her captain. And the life of the man who would become her captain. 
| didn't know he was there until they carried him onto the Maiden His injuries were too great, our healer could 
not..." Steve broke off, bowing his head to rest against his mother's knee. "I tried to make him hold on, but he 


said he was tired." 
Gentle fingers combed through Steve's hair. "Go on" 


"He told me he loved me and that he was proud of me." Emily Harris felt the sting of tears, her own throat as 
thick as that of her son's. "I sat beside him and held him in my arms, while Bruce stayed with us. And when 
he went on, he smiled at me, and then simply slipped away. | would have given so much to have been able to 
bring him back to you, but | couldn't. Bruce helped me prepare him, and he was buried off the deck of the 
Maiden" 


"He never stopped loving you. Neither of us did. Did you think we would?" 


| brought shame to the family. | would not have blamed you." 

"Nay, Stephen. | was not happy with what you did but only for the reason that it meant we lost you. Eleanor 
was near inconsolable when she found you were gone. For several years we knew nothing of you. Then one day 
we were visited by a captain of the guards who informed us that you were a pirate with a rather impressive 
price on your head and that you sailed as first mate to a man that was so vile and such an abomination that 
he was looked upon as a demon. But all we heard in that was that you were alive and well. Your father would 
go to the fort regularly to see if any news had come of you. All he heard were stories of your ship's daring 
and of the captain and the first mate that had even the other pirates in fear." 

"| have killed, Mother. | have killed, robbed and even..." 

"You are still my son before any of that." 


"| wasn't sure you would want me to come." 


"If | had found you were in England and did not, it would wound me to no end. | will not ask what brings you 


here, though; it is best | don't know." 

"Aye, Mother, it is for the best" 

"How long will you stay?" 

Steve bit his lip. "I should return today." 

Emily sighed. "Eleanor will not take it well" 

"Nor will |. | will hate to leave the both of you again" 
"But you have something waiting for you." 

"Aye, the Maiden' 


Emily smiled, giving his cheek a light slap. "Do not try to fool your mother, Stephen. It is more than a ship that 


awaits you.” 


Steve felt the heat rising in his face. "| don't know what you mean, Mother," he mumbled, suddenly finding the 
pattern on the rug quite interesting. 


The blush only got worse as she chuckled, a sound Steve's father had always referred to as being delightfully 
wicked. "Stephen Percy Harris, look at me." 


Steve winced. The full name. No getting out of it then. Raising his eyes, he met hers. 


Her hand cupped his chin, her face open and nonjudgmental. "Tell me about this Bruce. Am | right in assuming 


he is the one that your father replaced as captain of the ship?" 


Steve bit his lip. "Aye. He was the captain of the Dragon when we met. He was supposed to chase down the 
Maiden and sink her." 


"And this is obviously not what happened." 

Steve snorted, a faint grin stealing over his face. "Nay. He is.| wish you could meet him, Mother. He is so 
different from |, but in so many ways alike. He is now the captain of the Maiden When we battled the Naval 
fleet, Captain Head took on one of the Frigates and gave the Maiden to Bruce to command. He is a good captain, 
fair and as loyal to his crew as they are to him" 

"Stephen. | do not wish to hear about him as a captain. Stop avoiding my question” 

Steve pulled his leg up and crossed his arms over his knee, looking out the window. "He balances me, Mother. 
He..completes me. | know people say it is wrong, and maybe I've damned my soul as much for that as for 
anything else | have done. But | don't care. He gives far more to me than he takes. He makes me stop and see 
reason when | react solely on my emotions, he makes me laugh when | don't think | remember how. He is quiet 
strength when | need that, and loud and demanding when | will not listen. He is loyal, and good hearted and cares 
for me. He sat with me when | held my father in my arms as he died. He silently worked beside me in what | 
needed to do for him. And then he held me while | cried, and never thought less of me for it. He makes me see 
beyond what is right in front of me. He is my best friend, he is my lover and he is my soul." 


"| would very much like to meet this man" 


Steve grinned. "And he is going to be very angry because | left without telling him | was going. He calls me 
hardheaded and impulsive." 


Emily snorted. "You are hardheaded, and quite rash at times." 
"Mother!" Steve turned to her, trying to look wounded. 
"Stephen, do not give me that look" 

"Hal Steve's in trouble!" 


Both turned to see Eleanor standing in the doorway, a smug grin on her face. Steve rolled his eyes. "There you 


are. | thought you were not going to speak to me for the rest of the day." 


Eleanor kicked a flower in the rug. "I might not." 


Giving their mother a wink, Steve rose to his feet. "Well, then | will have to take a walk in the gardens myself 
and see if that little frog still lives in that bed of flowers..." 


Eleanor giggled. "You are silly! He doesn't, but guess what lives there now?" 
"A horse?" 

"Nay!" 

Steve started toward her. "A cow?" 

"Nay! A cow would trample the flowers!" 

"Aye, you're right. A pig?" 

Eleanor backed from the room, giggling. "Nay!" 

Steve scratched his head. "Well, what could it.ah! A chicken?" 

Eleanor doubled over, the giggles getting worse. "Nay!" 

"A.toad?" 


"Nay! Steve! It is so easy!" Grabbing his hand, Eleanor dragged him toward the back of the house. "Come on, I'l 


show youl" 


Steve followed behind, still naming every animal he could think of that had no place in a flower garden, her 
delighted laughs and denials floating back to Emily. A smile curved her lips, her heart feeling better than it had 
in as long a time as she could remember, the simple sounds of her children's laughter easing the pain. A 
movement in the drive caught her eye. Turning her head, she spied a lone horseman approaching the house. 
Unsure if this was good or bad, she eased herself up and headed toward the door. 


Bruce stopped his horse, the animal blowing hard from the flat out gallop he had sustained from London, his 
mind filled with all sorts of things that could have befallen Steve. It had been easier than he thought to find 
out where the estate was, and even easier to find it. Everyone knew of the Harris family, and everyone 
seemed to take great delight in informing him of the ungrateful son who had disgraced his parents. 


Still smarting from some of the things he had heard, Bruce didn't notice a stablehand that appeared beside him 
at first. 


"Excuse me, sir? Want me to take your horse?" 
M 


Bruce started, looking down at the earnest face. "Aye, my thanks." Bruce swung his leg over and dropped to 
the ground, handing over the reins. "He's had a hard run so don't let him drink too much." 


"Aye, sir, lIl take good care of him." 


Bruce watched him go then turned his eyes to studying the house before him. It was indeed an estate; Steve 
had given up a lot when he left. And the grounds... 


Turning, Bruce let his eyes wander over the thick grass, the trees tall and straight, flowers laid in long curving 


beds that reached around to the back. 
"Bloody hell, impressive place here, Harry Harris." 
"You must be Bruce." 


Bruce turned, seeing an older woman walking toward him, a soft smile on her face. Looking closer, he saw the 


same dark brown eyes he knew so well, the same tilt to the head. 

"Aye, | am. Bruce Dickinson. And you are." 

"Emily Harris. | am Stephen's mother.” 

Bruce took her hand, bowing it over it and kissing her knuckles. "| am honored, madam." 
"Handsome and charming, indeed. | can see why you have become so important to my son" 
Bruce blushed. "He is a good friend" 

The familiar arch of an eyebrow. "Just a friend?" 

Bruce licked his lips, unsure of how to answer. 


‘| am aware of your relationship with my son. My only concern is his happiness; he has sacrificed much of his 


own life in his concern for others, so to know he is content makes me pleased." 
Bruce grinned. "I think he is content." 


"He is indeed. Now, he is in the garden with his sister if you are looking for him, and | am sure you would 


much prefer his company to that of an old woman" 


"You do yourself a disservice. You are not old, and your company is quite enjoyable." 


A soft hand cupped his cheek. "Take care of him for us." 
Bruce nodded, placing his hand over hers and turning it to kiss her palm. "Aye, madam, always." 


Emily watched him go, nodding. Speaking to herself and her ever presents ghosts, she smiled. "He is good for 
him George. Now | need no longer worry about him either." 


Bruce entered the garden, stopping for a moment and listening, hearing the faint sound of Steve's voice and 
that of a girl, following them until he found the two sitting in the middle of a bed of flowers. The girl saw him 
first, her eyes at first widening in surprise and then a curtain of fear falling over her face, her body shrinking 
back into Steve's. Steve looked up, his eyes narrowed. 

"Bruce." 

"Steve." 

The girl peeked over Steve's shoulder, a trace of fear still in her eyes. "Hello." 

Bruce grinned. "Hello." 

"Who are you?" 


"My name is Bruce. l'm a friend of Steve's." 


The girl shook her head, her lip stuck out in a pout. "Nay, you are not. Steve doesn't have any friends. Just 


mel" 

Steve flushed. "He is my friend. Bruce, this is my sister Eleanor. 

Eleanor studied Bruce carefully. "If you are his friend, why do you not make him visit me more?" 

"We live far away, it isn't easy to come visit” 

"Well | want him to!" 

Bruce nodded. "We will try to come more often then 

Eleanor nodded. "Good!" Her head tilted, somber brown eyes that were so familiar in their sadness that they 
nearly broke Bruce's heart gazing at him. At that second Bruce fell in love with this beautiful woman with the 


mind of a child, a slow smile spreading over his face. Eleanor smiled back. "You are wearing Steve's necklace!" 


Bruce nodded. "Aye. He told me you gave it to him. Do you mind if | wear it?" 


"Nay. | don't mind. Do you want some tea? We were going to have teal" 
"| would like to have tea with you, if you and Steve dont mind" 

Steve snorted. "I don't think it matters what | want. | think she likes you" 
Eleanor giggled and smacked his arm. "Silly! He's a boy!" 

Steve laughed, "So am l" 


Eleanor climbed to her feet. "But you are my brother so it doesn't matter!" Turning, she ran for the house. "| 


will tell Mother Bruce wants tea as welll" 


Both men watched her go, an indulgent smile on one, the other a dawning of comprehension as he found 


another part of the complex makeup of his partner exposed to him. 

"| should have known you'd follow." 

"Aye, you should have. She's beautiful." 

"Aye, she is." 

"Has she..2" 

"Aye. She had a fever when she was a babe and it affected her." 

"She is charming, and she loves you a great deal." 

"As | do her." 

Bruce reached over and took Steve's hand. "I would have killed for her too." 


Steve sighed. "He thought because she was..not right..that it didn't matter if he took what she didn't want to 


give." 

Bruce shook his head. "That only makes it worse." 

"Aye, and when she looked at me and told me that she had been calling me and | didn't come, did | not love her 
anymore..my mind snapped." Bruce didn't say anything but his fingers tightened around Steve's. "I left and went 
to find him. And | found him -- in one of the stables forcing his attentions on one of the boys who worked 
there." 


Bruce swore. "Seems as if that was his way." 


"This was not more than a child, Bruce. Ten, maybe eleven years. My sister was only fifteen, and that in itself 
was bad enough, but this..child. And he was purposely hurting him. When | came through the door he pulled his 
cock out and the blood..." Steve lowered his head, closing his eyes and fighting through the memories. "I lost my 
head. | never said a thing, | simply crossed the stable and grabbed him." Steve lifted his head and looked into 
Bruce's eyes. "I snapped his neck. With my bare hands | just took his head and twisted it until | heard his neck 
snap. And that was the sound it made. Like a thick branch breaking on a cold morn" 


Bruce groaned, wanting to take Steve into his arms but mindful of eyes that could be watching. "Steve..." 


"He was looking right at me. He saw me coming toward him and his eyes were on mine when | grabbed him. 
And when he crumpled to the floor | felt.nothing. No remorse, no sorrow, just a satisfaction that he would no 
longer hurt anyone. And then | left. | came home, kissed my mother goodbye, went to my sister and sat with 
her for a moment and then | got up and kissed her as well. And she opened her eyes, barely a slit of them 
visible in that bruised and swollen face, sat up and lifted that medallion from around her neck and put it over 
my head. It was as if she knew." Steve cleared his throat, swiping a hand over his eyes. "I gathered a few 
things and | went to my father and told him what | had done. | gave him no chance to say anything. | turned 
and walked through the door and until this morning | have never walked through it again" 


A trilling laugh made both of them turn, Eleanor was running toward them, two large dogs loping at her side. 


"Steve! Tea is ready!" 


Steve waved, getting to his feet and pulling Bruce up beside him. Bruce hung back, chewing his lip. "I should go, 
give you this time with your family." 


Steve's smile was almost shy, his eyes gentle despite the violence he had only moments ago spoken of. "Bruce, 
you are my family." Giving his hand a final squeeze, they headed toward the house and the laughing woman 


child that awaited them. 


Emily sat quietly, content to observe the goings on at the table. Eleanor was in a near constant fit of giggles, 
laughing at both Steve and Bruce as they made fun of each other, neither taking offense to even the silliest of 
accusations. They were careful not to touch, but their eyes when they looked at each other spoke loudly to a 


mother's heart, and another band of pain and fear loosened until it snapped free. 


Eleanor protested loudly when Emily told her she needed to have a rest before dinner, Steve finally picking her 
up and carrying her up the stairs to her delight, pretending he had forgotten which room was hers and trying 
to enter every other door in the hall. Bruce and Emily remained at the table, laughing at the shrieks coming 
from upstairs, even the servants smiling, most having been with the family for so many years that they were 
as delighted to see Steve as mother and sister. 


Steve finally reappeared, still breathing hard, his eyes bright with tears of laughter. Dropping back into his 


chair, he flashed his mother a grin when she shook her finger at him. "Do not flop as if you are ten, Stephen" 
"Ah, Mother, | was even thinking about having a go at the banister." 


"Don't you dare!" Emily couldn't help the laugh that bubbled up. "You will knock the post off as big as you are 


now. 
Bruce snorted. "He thinks he is but a wisp that takes no room at all." 


Emily raised her eyebrows, the expression so much like Steve's that Bruce nearly choked on his tea. "I do not 


think | want a further explanation of that remark, Bruce." 

Steve srickered as the color flooded Bruce's face. "Aye, ma'am." 

Emily rolled her eyes. "Now | know | do not! So, tell me more about your life as pirates." 

Bruce and Steve exchanged glances. "Mother, most of it is unfit..." 

Emily waved her hand, getting slowly to her feet, taking Bruce's arm with a gracious smile as he jumped up 
and offered it to her. "Come into the parlor, and while | sew you can tell me those stories which will only shock 


me a bit." 


And so they did, they rest of the afternoon spent in tales of pumpkins fired from cannons, cats that became 
cabin boys and fruit loaf heavy enough to sink a ship. 


Dinner was a much more subdued affair; Eleanor seemed to sense the time with Steve was growing short and 
was quiet and moody. Bruce and Steve both tried to gently tease her from the sadness, Emily watching them 
with quiet affection When Eleanor refused to eat her dessert, Steve groaned and rested his head on his hands, 


looking at Bruce from the corner of his eye. 
Bruce nodded, understanding Steve's question. 


Emily smiled, recognizing something she and George had done for many years, their bond so strong that no 


words were needed. 


Eleanor.” Steve laid his napkin on the table, reaching over and taking her hand. "I know you don't want us to go, 
but we will have to." At the soft sob, he winced, squeezing her hand gently. "In the morn After we have 
breakfasted with you." 


Eleanor's head lifted, a smile finally breaking through the long face she had worn throughout dinner. "You will 
stay?" 


Steve looked at Bruce. "Aye, we will stay." 

Bruce grinned. "Even though Michael will have our heads for worrying him." 

"Aye, he will. But when we tell him why, he'll understand." 

Eleanor cocked her head to the side. "Will you tell me a story before | go to sleep? About where you live?" 
Steve nodded. "Aye, of course." 

"And will you tell me one too?" 

Bruce's grin grew wider. “Aye, I'd be honored." 

"Good!" With that, Eleanor dug into her food, her previously morose face now shining. 

Emily beckoned to the maid standing nearby. "Ready Stephen's room and the one next to it for Bruce." 

Bruce and Steve exchanged glances, Bruce feeling a cold lump in the pit of his stomach. Steve dropped his eyes, 
wanting to say something but knowing his mother was looking out for them; had they shared a bed the 
servants would have known and he had brought enough dishonor to their family. 

Done with her meal, Eleanor excused herself and went to make herself ready for bed, telling them she would 
see them in her room for their promised stories. Emily rose from the table, beckoning Steve and Bruce to 
follow her back to the parlor, offering them both a drink before seating herself. 


"Be sure to muss the bed in your room Bruce. The servants will question it if they find it still made.” 


Steve's jaw dropped, Bruce for the second time that day nearly choking, coughing until Steve pounded his back 


when the whiskey went down the wrong way. 


In between gasps of air, Bruce noticed Emily's laughter was just like her daughter's. "I did not expect you to 
sleep apart. | just know it is best not to let all know you did not." 


Steve blushed. "If you want us to, we will." 
"Aye, we wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable in your own home." 
Emily snorted. "You will not. | do not hold with the archaic notion that love only exists between a man and a 


woman, | have watched you. And | am confident that | have not seen another couple who love any more than 


the two of you.” 


Ignoring their blushing faces, Emily shooed them with her hands. "Now go. Tell Eleanor her stories and then feel 


free to spend some time with each other. | will be retiring very shortly and will see you both in the morn" 


Steve went to her, bending down and kissing her cheek, returning her tight embrace. "Good night, Mother. | love 


you. 


Emily blinked back tears. "I love you as well.” Waiting until Steve stood back, she crooked a finger at Bruce, 
surprising him by pulling him down by his wrist to kiss his cheek before embracing him as well. "Now go, let 
this old woman sew in peace for a bit" 


Steve and Bruce left her with her sewing, heading up the steps and going to Eleanor, telling her stories until 
her eyes would no longer stay open. Quietly leaving the room, Steve showed Bruce around the house, his 

emotions nearly carrying him away as they stood in his father's study, Bruce wrapping his arms around him 
for a moment until he got them back in control. Steve eventually led him upstairs, showing him to his room 


before pointing to his own next door, leaving him and going to his own. 


Stripping, Steve slid under the bedsheets, the fire making the room warm, the softness of the bed wrapping 


him in a cocoon. The only thing missing... 


The door opened, Bruce slipping in, turning the key in the lock and stripping off his breeches before joining 
Steve in the bed. 


